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Yiix-i  r-carcely  left  the  lips  of  Arietta  when  Wild  appeared  on  the  scene.  At  that  very 


iked  Mexicans  let  the  couKars  out  of  the  cave.  Crack!  crack! 
ra'^k!  Wild  'farted  in  eoolly  to  elean  them  up. 
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Arietta  and  the  Masked  Mexicans 


BY  AN  OLD  SCOUT. 


CHAPTER  I. 

i 

THE  ARRIVAL  AT  GREASER  GULCH. 

One  fine  morning  in  the  month  of  March,  a  few  years 
ago,  when  the  West  and  Southwest  were  in  more  of  an 
extreme  wild  condition  than  they  now  are,  a  very  cosy 
little  camp  might  have  been  seen  located  in  the  Sierra  del 
Ojo  Mountains,  in  the  southern  part  of  Arizona,  quite  near 
the  boundary  line  of  Old  Mexico. 

The  sun  was  just  showing  above  the  distant  peaks  to 
the  east  and  as  it  fell  upon  the  foliage  that  adorned  the 
mountain  side  the  different  tints  of  green  were  brought 
out  so  distinctly  that  no  one  could  well  imagine  how  it 
was  possible  that  such  a  variety  of  shades  between  the 
dark  hue  of  the  cedar  and  the  light  tinge  of  the  willows 
that  hung  over  the-  turbulent  stream  that  dashed  down 
the  roeks  to  be  lost  in  the  dry  sands  below,  could  exist. 

The  trees  and  shrubbery  of  that  semi-tropical  country 
are  in  such  a  variety  that  many  of  them  are  unnamed. 

It  '■•ertainly  was  a  beautiful  scene,  but  the  inmates  of 
the  camp  referred  to  did  not  seem  to  be  much  impressed 
bv  it,  probably  because'  such  scenery  had  become  rather 
mori'.tcnous  to  them. 

much  of  a  thing  wears  away  the  charm,  so  to  speak, 
nJi*]  would  appear  very  beautiful  to  one  others  would 

*■)  notice. 

'W.f  f  :ri  v  ramped  in  this  wild  and  out-of-the-way  spot 
f  0  '-r-l  oigbt,  t\^o  of  them  being  ('hinamen. 

(>■  o  tfie.e  har)  jiist  kinfllerl  a  fire  to  cook  the  break- 
h-r*  ( -J  tho  other  was  hu.-y  cutting  off  some  steaks  from  a 
'  eh  of  %'f‘nUnT). 

'iim  katkr  of  the  party  waa  a  boy,  who,  with  his  long 


light  chestnut  hair  hanging  over  his  shoulders  and  with 
his  well-knit  frame  encased  in  a  fancy  suit  of  buckskin, 
made  a  perfect  picture  of  the  true  Western  hero,  and 
when  we  state  that  he  was  no  other  than  Young  Wild 
West,  the  Champion  Deadshot  and  Prince  of  the  Saddle, 
the  reader  can  rest  assured  that  such  he  was. 

Though  but  a  boy  in  years.  Young  Wild  West  was  every 
inch  a  man  in  every  other  sense. 

Having  been  born  and  reared  in  the  West,  he  had  grown 
up  a  true  representative  of  it. 

He  was  called  the  Champion  Deadshot  of  the  West  be¬ 
cause  he  had  defeated  all  the  crack  shots  who  had  disputed 
the  title,  and  they  were  not  a  few,  either. 

Because  he  could  ride  with  masterful  ease  and  grace, 
and  could  tame  the  wildest  kind  of  a  horse,  the  nickname 
of  the  Prince  of  the  Saddle  had  been  given  him  by  his 
friends.  , 

Cool,  daring  unto  recklessness  and  ever  ready  to  stand 
up  for  the  right,  the  das^hing  boy  had  won  for  himself  a 
name  that  few  men  had  ever  attained,  but  he  took  it  all 
very  modestly,  for  he  was  not  fond  of  praise. 

Young  Wild  West,  being  well  supplied  with  money  from 
the  income  he  derived  from  the  mines  he  owned  anrl  was 
interested  in,  chose  to  lead  an  out-door  life,  and  it  was  his 
hobby  to  go  about  the  wild  parts  of  Ihe  West  in  search  of 
adventure,  for  it  was  (‘xcilernent  lliat  he  liked. 

Ilis  two  partners,  (dieyeniU'  Charlie  and  ,liin  Dart, 
always  went  with"  him,  for  they  had  come  to  be  just  like 
him  in  many  respects. 

Cheyenne  Charlies  was  a  tall,  straight,  muscular  niati  of 
something  like  thirty,  and  liad  spent  s(weral  years  of  his 
life  as  a  scout  for  the  government. 

He  was  ratlnu'  dark  of  complexion,  wore  his  hair  long 


iv/Ui\vi  1  1  viuriiiorjix  vjutjv^xi. 


and  sported  a  drooping  mustache.  Though  e.xperienced 
himself,  he  gave  way  to  the  dashing  hoy  he  chose  to  call 
his  leader. 

Jim  Dart  was  a  hoy  about  the  same  age  as  our  hero. 
Ever  since  he  had  been  acquainted  with  Wild,  as  he  called 
him,  he  had  been  a  chum  of  the  young  deadshot,  and  he 
could  not  have  loved  him  more  if  he  had  been  his  brotlver. 

During  the  past  year  Anna,  the  wife  of  Cheyenne  Char¬ 
lie,  and  two  young  and  beautiful  girls  named  Arietta  Mur¬ 
dock  and  Eloise  Gardner,  had  accompanied  Young  Wild 
West  and  his  two  partners  on  their  adventurous  trips. 

Arietta  was  the  charming,  golden-haired  sAveetheart  of 
the  dashing  young  deadshot  and  Eloise  had  promised  to 
marry  Jim  Dart  some  day,  when  they  both  became  old 
enough. 

The  two  Chinamen  Avere  employed  by  Young  Wild  West 
as  cook  and  all-around  man,  and  their  names  were  Hop 
Wah  and  Wing  Wah,  and  Avere  brothers. 

Wing,  the  cook,  Avas  just  a  plain,  every-day  Celestial, 
honest  and  always  ready  to  do  his  task,  but  inclined  to 
doze  and  sleep  Avhen  hq  had  nothing  to  do. 

His  brother  Hop  was  not  like  him  in  many  respects,  for* 
he  Avas  one  of  the  most  clever  sleight-of-hand  performers 
that  eA'er  appeared  before  an  audience,  and,  being  a  natu¬ 
ral  born  humorist,  he  could  entertain  in  the  most  pleasing 
Avay. 

Besides*  these  accomplishments.  Hop  was  a  professional 
card-sharp. 

He  had  learned  this  since  he  had  been  in  America,  hav¬ 
ing  been  thrown  almost  continually  in  contact  with  the 
inhabitants  of  the  different  mining  camps,  Avhere  gam¬ 
bling  is  one  of  the  leading  features. 

Of  course  he  had  learned  to  drink  Avhisky.  That  Avas 

I 

only  natural  for  one  of  his  sort. 

He  could  lie  occasionally,  too,  and  ho  did  it  in  such  a 
way  as  to  make  it  more  comical  than  Avicked. 

But  as  the  most  of  our  readers  arc  very  well  acquainted 
with  our  characters  by  this  time,  there  is  no  need  of  giving 
any  further  description  of  them. 

‘‘  Hurry  along  the  breakfast  a  little,  Wing,”  said  \  oung 
Wild  West  to  the  cook.  ‘‘I  must  say  that  I  am  a^ittle 
more  hungry  than  usual.  We  had  supper  rather  .early  last 
night,  and  the  longer  1  Avait,  after  smelling  the  odor  of 
boiling  coffe.c!  and  broiling  venison,  the  more  1  feel  like 
getting  at  it.” 

•  “Alice  light,  Misler  Wild.  l\le  hully  allee  sainec  putty 
quickce,”  was  the  retort. 

“Oh,  I  know  you  are  doing  your  best.  Hut  I  can't  help 
saying  something.  How  about  the  rest  of  you — are  you 
hungry  ?” 

The  dashing  young  deadshot  cast  a  glance  at  his  part¬ 
ners  and  the  girls  as  he  spoke. 

There  Avas  an  affirmative  reply  from  nil  hands. 

'I'hen  Hop  Wah  came  up  from  the  brook,  and  Avith  a 
“smile  that  AA'as  child-like  and  bland,"  he  remarked: 

“Me  velly  muchee  hunglv,  too,  so  he." 

“I  reckon  you’re  ahvays  hungry,  you  heathen  galoot,” 


spoke  up  Cheyenne  Charlie,  who  always  made  it  a  point  to 
give  it  to  the  Chinaman  good  and  strong  every  time  he 
got  the  chance. 

This  AA'as  probably  because  Hop  had  made  the  scout  the 
victim  of  his  clever  jokes  on  •several  occasions. 

The  Celestial  only  smiled  the  more,  and,  shaking  his 
head,  remarked: 

“Misler  Charlie  gittee  so  muchee  hungly  lat  him  allee 
samee  feel  in  um  bad  humor,  so  be.” 

The  rest  smiled  at  this  sally,  and  the  scout  thought  it 
best  to  drop  it. 

The  girls  were  assisting  at  preparing  the  meal,  and  in  a 
feAV  minutes  it  was  ready. 

The  sun  Avas  noAV  pretty  Avell  up,  and  it  gave  evidence 
that  another  very  warm  day  Avas  in  store  for  them. 

Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  soon  sat  doAvn  and  ate 
a  hearty  breakfast. 

And  as  soon  as  they  w'ere  through  they  got  ready  to 
move. 

They  had  come  to  the  Avild  region  in  the  Sierra  del  Ojo 
Mountains  in  search  of  a  mining  camp,  Avhere  gold  Avas 
said  to  be  found  in  great  quantities,  but  Avhich  Avas  so  far 
out  of  the  Avay  from  a  city  or  toAvn  that  it  Avas  difficult  to 
get  the  rich  ore  to  a  market. 

,  Young  Wild  West  figured  on  establishing  a  mule-team 
system  to  and  from  the  place,  and  thus  deA'elop  the  mines 
that  Avere  there. 

This  Avas,  of  course,  providing  that  the  stories  he  had 
heard  Avere  anything  like  true. 

Greaser  Gulch  Avas  the  name  the  mining  camp  went  by, 
and'it  Avas  said  that  the  most  of  the  inhabitants  Avere  Mexi¬ 
cans. 

As  it  Avas  located  on  American  soil,  in  Arizona,  our 
friends  Avould  not  be  infringing  on  anyone's  rights  by 
going  to  the  place  and  staking  out  claims. 

Our  hero  and  his  partners  figured  that  they  ought  to 
reach  Greaser  Gulch  by  noon,  and  that  Avas  Avhy  they  were 
making  such  an  early  start. 

It  Avas  not  long  before  the  tents  Avere  struck  and  the  (avo 
})ack-horses  Avere  loaded  Avith  the  outfit,  and  then  mount¬ 
ing  their  horses,  the  party  struck  out  to  the  south. 

‘  Young  Wild  West,  mounted  on  his  splendid  sorrel  stal¬ 
lion,  Spitfire,  led  the  Avay,  Avith  charming  Arietta  at  his 
side. 

The  girl  rode  a  pony  that  Avas  almost  snoAv  Avhite,  and 
she  looked  like  a  veritable  queen  of  the  saddle  as  she  rode 
along,  her  yelloAv-golden  hair  streaming  in  the  fresh 
morning  breeze. 

Wild'.s  long  chestnut  hair,  but  a  very  fcAv  shades  darker, 
contrasted  just  enough  to  make  a  pleasing  .«ight,  and 
Cheyenne  Charlie,  Avitli  his  long  black  hair,  riding  chw 
.behind  them,  shoAved  up  nicelA’, 

It  Avas  a  very  rough  trail  they  wore  following — to<A  nmgh 
for  Avagons,  by  far.  but  their  horses  AAore  sure-hM)t»Mi,  so 
they  experienced  little  difficulty. 

They  had  not  been  riding  more  than  ImK  .in  hour  whrn 
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game  beoame  so  plentiful  tliat  they  felt  that  it  was  their 
3uty  to  Slop  long  enough  to  bag  some  of  it. 

Young  Wild  West  alwa3"s  made  it  a  rule  not  to  kill  any 
more  game  than  they  wanted  to  use,  for  he  did  not  con¬ 
sider  it  sport  to  slay  animals  or  birds  just  for  the  sake  of 
doing  the  shooting. 

They  got  over  a  dozen  fine  partridges  and  then  pushed 

on. 

It  was  about  half  an  hour  before  noon  when  they  sud¬ 
denly  came  in  sight  of  a  little  settlement  of  shanties,  right 
at  the  mouth  of  a  rather  wide  gulch. 

“1  guess  we  are  here!’’  exclaimed  our  hero,  as  he  came 
to  a  halt  and  surveyed  the  scene  below  them. 

It  surely  was  what  might,  be  called  a  mining  camp, 
though  very  few  men  could  be  seen  at  work. 

The  shanties  numbered  about  twenty,  and  scattered 
around  near  them  was  half  a  dozen  tents. 

“There’s  plenty  of  greasers  there,  I  reckon,”  remarked 
Cheyenne  Charlie,  shrugging  his  shoulders.  “There’s 
women  folks  there,  too.” 

This  was  so,  for  women  and  a  few  children  could  be  seen 
going  in  and  out  of  the  shanties. 

While  our  friends  had  fully  a  mile  to  travel  before  they 
could  get  down  in  the  gulch,  they  were  not  more  than  a 
quarter  of  that  distance  from  it  in  a  straight  line. 

The  camp  lay  something  like  two  hundred  feet  below 
the  level  they  had  halted  upon,  and  as  they  looked  down 
upon  it  they  could  see  the  semi-tropical  wildflowers  grow¬ 
ing  near  the  banks  of  the  little  stream  that  flowed  through 
the  center  of  the  gulch. 

Here  and  there  a  garden  patch  could  be  seen,  and  this 
gave  the  place  a  home-like  appearance. 

On  the  whole  Greaser  Gulch  was  a  very  pretty,  not  to 
say  picturesque,  spot. 

The  scout’s  wife  made  a  remark  to  this  effect. 

“Oh,  it  looks  all  right  from  here,  Anna,”  said  Charlie. 
“But  you’ll  find  it  ain’t  what  it  seems  ter  be  when  we  git 
down  there.  A  greaser  is  a  greaser,  an’  that’s  all  there 
is  ter  it.  There  may  be  a  few  ’Mericans  there,  but  if 
they’ve  been  there  very  long  they’ve  got  as  lazy  as  ther 
Greasers.  That’s  ther  way  it  goes.  Why,  there  ought  ter 
be  a  population  of  sixty  or  seventy  men  in  that  camp,  but 
yer  can’t  p’int  out  more’n  a  dozen  what’s  workin’.  Plenty 
of  gold  here,  hey?  I  should  reckon  so!” 

“You  haven’t  got  a  very  good  opinion  of  ther  place, 
Charlie,”  observed  Jim  Dart,  with  a  smile.  “But  just 
because  we  can’t  see  very  many  at  work  does  not  signify 
that  there  isn’t  plenty  of  gold  to  be  found  there.  It  is 
near  noon,  you  know,  and  some  men  have  a  way  of  knock¬ 
ing  off  work  during  the  heat  of  the  day.” 

“That’s  right,  Jim,”  nodded  our  hero.  “Then,  again, 
a  Mexican  never  works  any  more  than  is  absolutely  neces- 
«*ary,  anyhow.  From  what  we  were  told  of  Greaser  Gulch, 
the  Ixrst  claims  in  it  are  occaipied  by  Mexicans.  They  won’t 
work  them  rnach,  but  are  waiting  for  someone  to  come 
along  and  buy  them  out.  But  come  on,  we  may  as  well 
et  d/>wn  there  and  begin  to  get  acquainted.  It  ia  pretty 


quiet-looking  in  the  camp  there,  but  that  don’t  say  that 
we  won’t  have  a  lively  time  of  it  before  we  get  out  of  it.” 

“Yer  kin  bet  your  life  it  don’t !  A  greaser  is  a  greaser, 
as  1  said  before!”  exclaimed  the  scout. 

Just  as  they  were  going  to  proceed  on  their  way  down 
the  winding  slope  they  heard  the  sounds  made  by  ap¬ 
proaching  horses. 

Wild  threw  up  his  hand  for  them  to  remain  at  a  halt. 

The  next  minute  three  horsemen  put  in  appearance. 

It  was  not  strange  that  three,  or  even  more  horsemen, 
should  show  up,  but  the  fact  that  they  were  masked  w’as 
enough  to  make  it  rather  startling. 

If  their  style  of  dress  counted  for  anything,  the  strang¬ 
ers  were  Mexicans,  for  they  were  attired  in  the  flashy  and 
gorgeous  style  so  common  to  the  higher  class  of  their  race. 

Our  friends  thought  sure  it  meant  a  hold-up,  and  they 
were  ready  for  business  right  away. 

But,  much  to  their  surprise,  the  three  horsemen  put 
spurs  to  their  steeds  and  disappeared  in  the  woods  they 
had  emerged  from  as  quickly  as  they  had  come  in  sight. 

“Great  gimlets!”  cried  Cheyenne  Charlie,  who  had 
thrown  his  rifle  to  his  shoulder  ready  to  fire;  “I  reckon 
that  was  somethin’,  all  right !” 

“Well,  there  is  something  strange, about  it,  I  must  say,” 
Young  Wild  West  declared.  “I  thought  the  three  galoots 
meant  to  tackle  us.  But  the  moment  they  saw  us  here 
they  turned  and  rode  away,  as  though  they  were  afraid  df 
us.  We  have  got  to  find  out  something  about  those  fellows 
before  we  leave  Greaser  Gulch,  boys !  It  is  quite  likely 
that  they  belong  around  here,  and  that  this  is  not  the  last 
we  shall  see  of  them.” 

“  One  thing" about  them,  they  were  not  common  greasers, 
anyhow',”  said  Jim.  “They  were  what  you  might  call 
regular  Mexican  dandies.” 

“Well,  never  mind  about  them;  we’ll  go  on  down,”  our 
hero  remarked,  as  he  started  forward.  “Keep  your  eyes 
open,  and  if  they  show  up  again  and  attempt  to  interfere 
with  us,  they’ll  get  all  that  is  coming  to  them.” 

They  all  rode  dowm  the  slope  now%  but  saw  nothing 
more  of  the  masked  Mexicans,  or  anyone  else,  until  they 
reached  the  gulch.  ^ 

Straight  up  the  single  narrow  street  that  ran  almost 
parallel  with  the  stream  they  rode  and  came^  to  a  halt  in 
front  of  the  largest  of  the  shanties,  which  bore  a  big  sign 
declaring  it  to  be  a  first-class  hotel. 

Half  a  dozen  Mexicans  and  a  couple  of  Americans  were 
lounging  in  front  of  the  building,  and  they  stared  at  our 
friends  as  they  rode  up. 

A  man  over  six  feet  tall,  and  with  a  very  heavy  mus¬ 
tache  and  bald  head,  came  out  and  bowed  politely  to  them. 

It  did  not  take  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  more 
than  a  second  to  note  that  he  w'as  an  American,  and  that 
he  evidently  owned  the  hotel. 

“How  about  a  good,  square  meal  for  the  party?”  Wild 
asked,  as  he  rested  his  elbow  on  the  horn  of  his  saddle  and 
looked  at  the  man.  , 

“You’ve  struck  jest  ther  right  spot  fur  that,  strangers,” 


4 


I 


YOUXd  WILD  WEST 

came  the  quick  reply.  “Here,  you  Mike!  Jest  take  care 
of  these  here  bosses,  an’  don’t  let  ther  grass  grow  under 
your  feet,  either.’’ 

“Never  mind  about  the  horses,”  said  Wild,  calmly. 
“We’ll  see  to  them.  1  just  got  a  notion  that  it  would  be 
an  agreeable  change  to  eat  dinner  at  a  hotel.  We  are 
going  to  camp  somewhere  around  here  after  we  eat.” 

Before  anything  further  could  be  said  the  three  Mexi- 
cans  they  had  met  a  short  time  before  rode  up  and  dis¬ 
mounted  near  them. 


CHAPTEE  II. 

WILD  STRIKES  A  PUZZLE. 

There  was  no  mistaking  the  three  men,  for  Young  Wild 
West  could  have  told  them  by  the  horses  they  rode,  if  by 
no  other  way. 

In  the  second  or  two  they  had  seen  them  up  on  the 
mountain  side  they  had  got  them  stamped  upon  their 
memories. 

Now  that  their  masks  were  off  it  could  be  seen  that  the 
Mexicans  were  young  men  and  rather  prepossessing  in 
appearance. 

,  They  looked  at  our  friends  as  though  they  had  never 
seen  them  before,  and  then  leaving  their  horses  standing 
in  front  of  the  place,  went  inside  the  shanty  hotel. 

Wild  was  just  the  least  bit  puzzled  over  this. 

He  was  almost  positive  that  they  were  the  same  three 
they  had  met  just  before  they  rode  down  into  the  mining 
camp;  but  they  were  certainly  very  good  actors,  if  they 
were,  for  they  surely  took  the  part  of  strangers  who  had 
never  seen  our  friends  before. 

That  the  Mexicans  were  well  known  there  was  evident 
by  the  way  the  loungers  acted. 

They  were  paying  all  their  attention  to  Young  Wild 
West  and  his  friends. 

As  soon  as  they  had  all  dismounted  the  girls  were  es¬ 
corted  into  the  hotel  sitting-room. 

The  two  Chinamen  were  left  in  charge  of  the  horses  and 
then  Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  went  into  the 
barroom. 

“1  reckon  you'll  have  ter  wait  till  nigh  one  o'clock  fur 
your  grub,  young  feller,”  said  the  tall  man  with  the  bald 
head.  “^My  wife  wants  ter  fix  up  somethin’  putty  nice  on 
account  of  ther  young  ladies,  yer  know.” 

“All  right,”  answered  our  hero.  “I  guess  we  will  go 
and  find  a  place'  to  j)itch  our  camp,  then.  The  pack-horses 
oiiyht  to  he  unloaded,  anyhow.” 

“  I  rct'kon  yer  kin  stop  on  any  place  what  ain't  got  a 
shanty  on  it,  h.o  long  a.s  yer  don’t  git  on  some  galoot's 
claim,”  answ*'r('d  the  landlord.  “Strike  out  ter  ther  loft 
of  niy  hotel  fur  a  couple  of  hundred  yards  an'  you’ll  find 
j<  M  about  what  ver  want.” 

'I  h:'  *hr<  e  Mexicans  were  standiim  iJly  at  the  bar,  lis- 
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tening  to  the  conversation,  just  as  anyone  might  have 
done. 

Not  once  did  they  act  as  though  they  liad  appeared 
befpre  the  boy  and  his  partners  but  a  few  minutes  before 
with  masks  covering  their  faces. 

Wild  decided  not  to  bring  up  the  subject  just  then. 

The  Mexicans  had  not  even  attempted  to  interfere  with 
him  and  his  friends,  even  though  they  had  worn  masks. 

He  decided  to  select  a  good  camping  grounds  and  let 
the  Chinamen  put  things  in  order  while  they  were  waiting 
for  dinner. 

“Come  on,  boys,”  he  said.  “We’ll  follow  the  advice  of 
the  landlord,,!  guess,  and  go  where  he  suggested.” 

They  went  on  out,  and  giving  the  word  to  Hop  and 
Wing,  they  were  soon  moving  for  a  spot  further  up,  along 
the  bank  of  the  stream. 

“How  about  this  spot,  boys?”  our  hero  asked,  as  he  came 
to  a  halt  about  two  hundred  yards  from  the  shanty  hotel. 

“Jest  ther  place!”  exclaimed  Cheyenne  Charlie,  as  he 
nodded  his  approval.  “We  kin  put  up  ther  tents  right 
ag’in  them  rocks,  an’  that  will  make  a  good  back  fur  ’em. 
This  are  a  rocky  sort  of  a*  place,  anyhow,  an’  that's  jest 
what  we  want,  ’cause  if  anything  like  a  fight  happens  ter 
take  place  we’ll  have  good  cover.” 

“It  don’t  look  as  though  there  is  much  danger  of  our 
getting  into  a  fight,”  spoke  up  Jim  Dart.  “The  men 
around  here  seem  to  be  peaceful  enough,  even  if  the  most 
of  them  are  greasers.” 

“Yer  can’t  tell  how  they’ll  act  later  on,”  the  scout  re¬ 
torted.  “I  don’t  like  them  three  fancy  dressed  galoots 
much.  What  in  thunder  was  they  doin’  with  masks  on 
their  faces  when  we  first  met  ’em  ?  An’  why  did  they  light 
out  so  quick  when  they  seen  us?  That’s  wdiat  I  calls  a  sort 
of  a  puzzle.” 

“You  can’t  call  it  anything  else,  I  guess,”  Wild  ob¬ 
served.  “But  never  mind.  We’ll  locate  here  for  a  while. 
I  guess  we  can  find  out  all  we  want  to  know  in  two  or 
three  days.  It  strikes  me  that  Greaser  Gulch  has  been 
greatly  exaggerated,  as  far  as  its  wonderful  wealth  is  con¬ 
cerned.” 

“Yer  kin  bet  your  life  it  Ijas!”  Charlie  declared.  “I 
never  yet  seen  a  minin’  camp  what  wasn't.” 

“That’s  so,”  nodded  Dart. 

“Well,  Hop,  you  and  Wing  can  strike  right  in  now. 
Get  a  move  on  you  and  you  will  be  done  by  the  time  your 
dinner  is  ready  at  the  hotel.  We  ll  see  to  it  that  you  get 
as  good  as  the  rest  of  us  does.” 

“Alice  light,  ^lislcr  Wild,”  came  the  reply  from  both 
Celestials. 

Then  he  showed  them  just  where  he  wantevl  the  tents 
pitched,  and  after  that  turned  and  walked  back  to  the 
liotel  with  Charlie  and  Jim. 

“Mell.  did  yer  strike  a  good  place?”  asked  the  landlorvL 
pleasantly,  as  they  came  back. 

“^es,  Just  the  kind  of  a  phuv  we  like.”  auswert'd  our 
hero.  “I  guess  we  are  not  infringing  (ui  anvbt>d\‘s  rights, 
eitlier.  Anxhow.  we  are  not  going  to  'itav  her»'  oxer  tvfx) 
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or  three  days.  We  just  eauie  here  to  fiud  out  what  sort  of 
a  placv  Greaser  Guleli  was.” 

•  “The  plaee  is  much  better  than  the  name  the  Americans 
havv  given  it,  senor,”  spoke  up  one  of  the  three  Mexicans, 
who  were  still  there. 

« 

lie  spoke  in  excellent  English,  showing  that  he  had 
been  educated  in  an  American  school. 

“Well,  queer  names  are  given  to  mining  camps, •^ou 
s'*  know,”  Wild  answered,  smiling  at  him.  “1  know  a  Mexi¬ 
can  doesn't  much  like  to  be  called  a  greaser,  but  it. is  a 
name  that  has  been  given  to  them,  and  there  is  no  use  in 
t  kicking  against  it.” 

The  Mexican  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“There  are  more  of  our  race  here  than  of  yours,  so  I 
think  the  name  ought  to  be  changed,”  he  said. 

“Well,  why  don't  you  change  it,  then?” 

“It  might  make  trouble,  and,  besides,  if  we  did  try  to 
change  it,  you  Americans  would  still  call  it  Greaser 
Gulch.” 

“That’s  right!”  exclaimed  Cheyenne  Charlie.  “Yer 
might  call  it  ther  Garden  of  Eden,  but  ther  boys  would 
still  say  Greaser  Gulch.  It’s  a  name  wdiat  jest  suits  ther 
place,  I  reckon,  so  what’s  ther  use  of  tryin’  ter  change  it, 
anyhow  ?” 

“Don’t  you  think  a  Mexican  is  as  good  as  an  American, 
providing  he  behaves  like  a  gentleman  should?”  asked  the 
man,  a  little  hotly. 

“Xo!”  was  the  quick  reply.  “A  greaser  is  a  greaser, 
an'  that’s  all  there  is  ter  it  !” 

“Senor,  I  will  not  stand  that  insult!”  cried  the  Mexi¬ 
can,  his  brow  darkening. 

“Well,  if  yer  won’t  stand  it  yer  kin  lay  down  ter  it, 
.  then.  What  do  yer  w^ant  ter  do  aboqt  it?” 

Charlie  was  ready  for  a  row  right  away. 

His  opinion  of  greasers  in  general  was  not  much. 

.  But  Wild  interfered  now. 

“I  can’t  see  the  advisability  of  having  a  row  over  this,” 
he  said,  coolly.  “Suppose  you  let  it  drop?” 

“I  will  let  nothing  drop,”  retorted  the  Mexican,  as  he 
placed  his  fingers  on  the  butt  of  a  revolver. 

The  other  two  made  the  same  move,  and  the  crowd  that 
had  gathered  in  the  place  promptly  moved  aside  to  escape 
the  bullets  they  thought  were  coming. 

“Take  your  hands  off  your  shooters!” 

The  command  rang  out  sharp  and  clear,  as,  with  won¬ 
derful  quickness,  Young  Wild  West  whipped  out  a  revolver 
and  waved  its  muzzle  before  the  three  Mexicans. 

There  was  a  sudden  silence. 

Thf'  inmates  of  the  room  looked  at  the  dashing  young 
,  dead^hot  with  fear  and  admiration. 

He  -twl  like  a  statue  in  the  center  of  the  floor,  nothing 
moving  but  the  revolver  he  held  in  his  hand. 

The  ^U■xl(rdm  let  go  their  weapons  witli  remarkable 
-lacTitv. 

“J  don’t  know  who  vmi  arf*.”  observed  Wild,  calmly,  as 
be  looked  sX  them.  “Jiut  I  haven’t  much  use  for  ui(;n  who 


go  riding  about  with  masks  on  their  faces.  To  speak 
plainly,  1  believe  you  fellows  are  no  good !” 

“Senor,  you  are  mistaken  in  your  men,”  answered  the 
leader  of  the  trio,  as  he  found  the  use  of  his  tongue.  “We 
don't  go  riding  about  with  our  faces  covered  by  masks. 
We  are  gentlemen,  all  three  of  us,  and  we  are  at  tlie  Gulch 
for  the  purpose  of  making  money,  no  doubt  the  same  as 
you  are.  You  are  mistaken,” 

“I  may  be,  but  1  don’t  think  so,”  retorted  our  hero,  still 
keeping’ his  revolver  swinging  back  and  forth,  “Anyhow, 
it  makes  little  difference.  We  don’t  care  for  all  the  masked 
Mexicans  there  are  in  Arizona.  We  have  a  way  of  mind¬ 
ing  our  own  business,  and  if  there  is  anyone  to  blame  for 
this  little  argument  you  are  the  ones.  I  guess  that  will  be 
about  all.” 

The  boy  dropped  his  shooter  back  into  the  holster  and 
stepped  up  to  the  bar,  just  as  though  it  had  been  merely  a 
little  horse-play  he  had  been  indulging  in. 

“Give  us  something  to  drink,”  he  said,  nodding  to  the 
proprietor,  who  stood  looking  at  him,  his  face  expressing 
naught  but  surprise  and  admiration. 

“What  will  you  have,  gents?” 

“Oh,  I  want  a  soft  drink  myself.  The  rest  can  take 
what  they  like.” 

“I  ain’t  got  nothin’  but  whisky,”  was  the  landlord’s 
reply. 

“Well,  let  me  have  a  cigar,  then.  One  of  the  best  you 
have  got,  too.” 

“Sartin.” 

He  put  out  a  box  and  Wild  and  Jim  each  took  one,  for 
they  never  drank  anything  strong. 

Charlie  took  a  little  “bug-juice,”  as  he  called  the  whisky, 
and  the  loiterers  promptly  stepped  up  and  did  likewise. 

The  three  Mexicans  turned  and  walked  out  of  the  place, 
ignoring  the  boy’s  invitation. 

Wild  said  nothing  at  this. 

He  did  not  want  to  have  any  further  trouble  with  them, 
for  the  truth  was  that  he  was  not  a  little  puzzled  about 
them. 

The  men  who  had  declared  that  he  was  mistaken '  in 
saying  that  they  were  the  ones  they  had  met  masked  had 
caused  a  doubt  to  come  in  his  mind. 

But  if  they  were  not  the  ones  they  were  dressed  the 
same,  and  the  horses  looked  to  be  the  identical  ones. 

Still  there  was  a  reasonable  doufit  that  they  were  not 
the  same,  for  a  great  many  horses  look  alike,  and  it  was 
barely  a  glimpse  they  had  got  of  them,  any|iow. 

“1  kinder  think  1  know  who  you  are,”  said  the  pro¬ 
prietor,  smiling  as  the  boy  paid  him  for  the  round. 

“You  do,  ell?  Well,  who  do  you  think  I  am?” 

“Young  Wild  West,  ther  Champion  Deadshot.” 

“Bight  you  are,  my  friend.” 

“I  was  sartin  of  if  when  I  seen  yer  draw  your  gun  so 
(jjuiek,”  and  Ihc  man  nodded  with  salisfaction.  “I  never 
.set  eyes  on  yer  afore,  hut  I’d  heard  (ell  of  yer,  an’  it  struck 
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me  all  of  a  sudden  tliat  you  was  Young  Wild  West.  My 
name  is  Meeker,  as  yer  may  have  notiwd  by  ther  sign  over 
ther  door.” 

“Meeker,  eh^  Well,  1  am  glad  to  meet  you.  These  two 
gentlemen  are  my  partners,  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim 
Dart.” 

“I’ve  heard  a  little  about  them,  too,”  and  Sleeker  put 
out  his  hand  and  shook  with  all  three  of  them. 

“I  reckon  if  anyone's  tvelcome  ter  Greaser  Gulch  it's 
you!”  he  added.  “What  are  yer  goin’  ter  have?  Til  set 
'em  up  on  ther  strength  of  Young  Wild  ^YesTs  cornin’  to 
ther  camp,  boys.  Name  yer  beverage.  It  all  comes  out  of 
one  barrel,  but  yer  kin  have  your  choice.” 

They  all  took  it  straight,  as  before,  and  Wild  and  Jim 
accepted  cigars  again,  as  did  Charlie  this  time,  for  he 
made  it  a  point  not  to  drink  more  than  was  good  for  him, 
since  he  had  been  a  married  man. 

“Now,  then,”  said  our  hero,  “I  want  to  ask  you  a  ques¬ 
tion,  Mr.  Meeker.” 

“What  is  it?  Yer  kin  bet  I’ll  answer  it  if  I  possibly 
kin.” 

“Do  you  know  anything  about  any  masked  Mexicans 
riding  around  these  parts?” 

Meeker  shook  his  head  and  put  on  a  grave  face. 

“I  don’t  know  nothin’  about  ’em,  any  more  than  I’ve 
heard  that  there  is  some  of  ther  galoots  what  shows  up 
every  now  an’  then  with  masks  on  their  faces.  They  ain’t 
never  tried  ter  rob  anybody,  though,  so  that  makes  it  a 
sort  of  a  mystery.” 

“Well,  we  met  three  of  them  just  as  we  were  about  to 
ride  down  the  slope  before  we  came  in  town.  I  have 
strong  reasons  to  believe  that  the  three  who  just  went  out 
of  here  were  the  identical  ones,  too.” 

“I  don't  think  so.  They  go  around  a  good  deal,  watchin’ 
fur  miners  that  want  ter  sell  out  cheap.  Then  they  buy 
up  ther  land  an’  hold  it  without  workin’  it.  'They’re  lookin’ 
ter  make  a  big  speck,  I  reckon.” 

“How  many  such  fellows  as  they  are  in  the  camp?” 

“Them  three  is  ther  only  ones  what  dresses  in  dandy 
rigs  that  I  know  of.” 

“Well,  the  three  we  saw  back  on  the  hill  had  the  same 
sort  of  costumes,  and  they  had  the  same  horses,  I  think.” 

“AVell,  that  looks  putty  strange,”  and  the  landlord 
looked  at  our  hero  keenly.  “But  1  can’t  think  that  Miguel 
an’  his  pards  would  ride  around  with  their  faces  covered 
with  masks.  What  could  be  ther  object  of  it?” 

“Well,  that’s  what  I  want  to  find  out.  I  like  to  solve 
mysteries,  you  know.  I'll  guarantee  that  we  will  know  all 
about  it  before  two  days  have  passed,  Mr.  Sleeker.’’ 

“Good  !  I’ll  bet  if  anyone  kin  find  out  it  will  be  you.” 

Just  then  there  was  a  clatter  of  hoofs,  and,  going  to  the 
door,  our  hero  saw  three  more  Mexicans  riding  u]).  When 
he  saw  that  fhov  were  attired  the  same  as  the  other  three, 
who  were  sitting  on  the  porch,  he  made  up  his  mind  that 
there  must  he  a  mistake. 
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WILn  riNUS  THAT  HE  MADE  A  ^IISTAKE. 

Wild  stood  in  the  doorway  and  watched  the  horsemen  ' 
as  they  dismounted. 

#Ie  saw  that  the  three  seated  on  the  porch  were  as  much 

interested  in  them  as  he  was  himself. 

“They  are  either  mighty  good  at  putting  on,  or  they  are 
total  strangers,”  he  commented  to  himself. 

.  His  eyes  then  turned  to  the  horses  of  the  newcomers, 
and  when  he  saw  that  they  looked  very  much  like  those 
that  belonged  to  the  others  he  knew  that  these  were  the 
three  who  had  worn  the  masks. 

Though  they  were  attired  in  a  costume  similar  to  the 
others,  they  were  men  of  middle  age,  and  nothing  alikd 
in  features,  other  than  that  they  had  the  color  and  expres¬ 


sion  of  those  of  their  race. 

Wild  thought  it  was  as  good  a  time  as  any  to  try  and 
settle  the  mystery  regarding  the  masked  Mexicans. 

“How  are  3^11,  senors?”  he  said,  smiling  at  them  pleas¬ 
antly.  “How  is  it  that  you  are  not  wearing  your  masks?” 

The  three  strangers  looked  at  him  coolly,  and  one  of 
them  promptly  retorted : 

“Senor,  was  you  addressing  us?” 

“Yes,  that's  right.  How  is  it  that  3'on  have  taken  off 
3'our  masks?” 

“i\Iasks?  Why,  we  don't  have  to  wear  masks,  senor. 
We  have  done  notliing  that  we  should  be  afraid  to  show 
our  faces  to  anyone.  Why  do  you  ask  such  a  question?” 

“Well,  if  you  don’t  know  why  I  ask  such  a  question,  all 
right.  But  there  is  just  this  much  about  it:  Either  v’ou 
three  showed  up  before  us  a  little  while  ago  on  the  hill 
above  the  gulch,  or  it  was  the  three  who  sit  there  on  the 
bench.  I  am  inclined  to  give  them  the  benefit  of  the 
doubt  since  you  have  shewed  up.  But  it  don't  make  any 
difference.  \  ou  did  not  bother  us,  so  I  suppose  it  is  really 
none  of  our  business  whether  you  wear  masks  or  not.  I 
asked  the  question  to  satisfy  my  curiosity;,  that's  all.’’ 

“That  is  a  failing  you  Americans  have,  senor,”  wa?  the 
cool  retort.  “Mhile  I  don't  know  what  you  are  talking 
about,  I  feel  bound  to  tell  }’ou  that.  If  vou  were  not  a 


mere  bo\,  I  should  feel  it  my  duty’  to  invite  vou  to  step  out 
in  the  road  and  either  apologize  or  fight  me  with  the 
weapons  I  might  chose.” 

Oh,  e.xclaimed  M  ild,  his  face  lighting  up  with  pleas¬ 
ure.  “Just  forget  that  I  am  only  a  boy,  will  you?  Noth¬ 
ing  would  suit  me  better  tlian  to  meet  a  man  who  s*'es  dt 


. .  vMi  Mil  equal  looting,  i  on 

out  in  the  road,  and  don't  forgot  to  name  the  wcai>om 


you  can  best  use,  too.” 

M  lid  b^st  no  time  in  stepping  out  into  the  n^ad  thal 
through  the  heart  of  the  little  village 

■i'lmud,  tl„.  ,l,r.v  th-  .vreh  « 

not  imioh  siir|.n\oil,  tlio  ,voro. 

It  wn«  oviJet  Hint  u,, 
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lenpc  had  hardly  meant  what  he  saiil,  for  he  appeared  to  |  As  the  wurcL  left  the  lips  of  the  young  deadshot  his 


tK'  \crv  unea,^y  all  of  a  sudden. 

“f  ome  on,"  exelaimed  Wild.  “1  mean  business,  whether 
you  do  or  not  I" 

you  talk  like  a  fool!’’  was  the  retort,  wdiile  the 
Mexicans  dark  eyes  flashed.  “1  don’t  w’ant  your  blood 
on  my  hands.” 

”  Don  t  worry  about  having  my  blood  on  your  hands,  you 
masquerading  greaser  I  I’ll  soon  make  you  understand 
that  you  have  barked  up  the  wrong  tree.” 

This  exasperated  the  fellow,  and,  without  any  further 
hesitation,  he  stepped  out  and  confronted  the  dashing 
}oung  deadshot. 

“What  sort  of  weapons  shall  it  be?”  Wild  asked,  coolly. 

“You  have  a  pair  of  revolvers,  I  see,”  was  the  reply. 

“Yes,  that’s  right.” 

“Get  yourself  ready  to  use  one  of  them,  then.” 

“I  am  ready.” 

The  Mexican  placed  his  hand  on  his  revolver  and  placed 
his  right  foot  forward. 

Wild  remained  standing  still,  facing  him,  a  smile  play¬ 
ing  about  his  lips. 

But  as  the  man  made  a  move  to  draw  his  w^eapon  the 
boy’s  hand  dropped  to  his  right  side  as  quick  as  a  flash, 
and  when  it  came  up  an  instani  later  there  w^as  a  shooter 

in  it. 

The  muzzle  pointed  squarely  at  the  Mexican’s  heart, 
too,  and  the  hand  that  held  the  revolver  was  as  steady  as 
a  rock. 

“Whv  don’t  vou  go  ahead  and  shoot?  You  were  the  first 
to  touch  a  shooter,  senor.” 

The  face  of  the  Mexican  turned  pale  as  death. 

His  two  companions  fidgeted  about  in  an  uneasy  way, 
but  neither  of  them  offered  to  interfere. 

There  was  a  deep  silence  for  the  space  of  two  or  three 
seconds. 

Then  the  Mexican  let  his  hands  drop  to  his  sides. 

“You  are  too  quick  for  me,  senor,”  he  said.  “1  do  not 
want  to  fight  wn'th  you.” 

“Ah!  Y  ou  are  a  sensible  fellowq  I  guess,”  answered 
Wild,  with  a  laugh.  “It  is  a  pleasure  for  me  to  pull  a 
.‘•hooter  the  way  I  did  just  now.  1  did  not  mean  to  shoot 
at  you  unless  you  tried  it  on  me.  And  even  then,  I  would 
have  only  shot  the  revolver  from  your  hand.  I  have  done 
that  trick  so  many  times,  Mr.  Greaser,  that  it  comes  natu¬ 
ral  to  me.  Just  turn  around  sideways,  will  you?” 

“What  for?’’  wag  the  nervous  reply. 

“Do  as  I  «ay !” 

There  was  a  peculiar  ring  of  command  in  the  hoy’s 
voice,  without  waiting  another  second,  the  Mexican 

“That  J-  a  vorv  foncy  buckle  you  have  on  your  belt.  It 

u  iilver,  ivn’t  it?” 

“Veil,  it  i?  silver.” 

Wed,  vfand  perfectly  quiet  now,  anfl  I’ll  show  you  ,  had,  and  he  knew  it. 
r  I  n>^Jl  it.  Steady  now!”  •  Miguel  accepted  i 
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revolver  came  dowm  with  a  sudden  jerk. 

Crack ! 

The  buckle  flew'  from  the  belt  in  a  tw'inkling  and  down 
dropped  the  belt. 

“1  just  w’ant  to  show  you  that  I  can  shoot  pretty  w'ell, 
that  is  all,  Mr.  Greaser,”  said  Wild.  “Now  if  you  arc 
satisfied,  I  am.” 

“I  am  satisfied,  senor.” 

The  boy  walked  back  and  got  upon  the  porch,  w'here  the 
lookers-on  w'ere  standing. 

“That  boy  is  ther  Champion  Deadshot  of  ther  West, 
gents,”  observed  the  proprietor  of  the  hotel.  “1  reckon 
yer  sorter  made  a  mistake  when  yer  run  up  ag’in  him. 
But  I’m  mighty  glad  that  yer  are  takin’  it  in  good  part. 
We  ain’t  had  no  one  ter  bury  here  in  nigh  a  w'eek,  an’  it 
ain’t  ter  my  likin’  ter  see  any  of  ther  good  citizens  go 
under.  I  lose  money  wdien  sich  a  thing  happens.” 

Wild  and  his  partners  w'ere  surprised  to  see  how  w'ell 
the  Mexicans  took  it  all. 

The  fellow  called  Migqel  seemed  to  be  delighted' at  the 
way  the  duel  had  turned  out. 

“Will  you  shake  hands  with  me,  Senor  Young  Wild 
West  ?”  he  asked,  putting  out  his  hand  to  the  boy  in  a  very 
frank  way. 

“Certainly  I  will,”  w'as  the  reply.  ' 

They  did  so. 

“Now'  will  you  extend  the  same  courtesy  to  my  friends?” 

Wild  shook  hands  with  the  other  twm,  and  he  was  now'’ 
convinced  that  they  were  not  the  three  masked  Mexicans 
they  had  met  on  the  hill. 

But  the  others  were,  and  he  felt  quite  certain  of  it. 

“Senor,”  he  said,  after  a  pause,  “it  may  be  that  I  owe 
you  and  your  tw'o  friends  an  apology.  I  should  like  to  have 
a  few  words  in  private  w'ith  you,  if  you  please.” 

“It  is  a  pleasure  for  me  to  grant  your  desire,'  Senor 
West,”  W'as  the.  polite  retort. 

.  Wild  stepped  into  the  adjoining  room  and  Miguel  fol¬ 
lowed  him. 

Looking  at  him  squarely,  our  hero  said : 

“Do  you  know  those  other  three  men?” 

“1  never  saw’thcm  before  in  my  life,  senor,”  was  the 
reply. 

“I  believe  yon.  Well,  as  1  said  when  we  first  met,  we 
saw  three  men,  mounted  on  horses  that  greatly  resembled 
the  ones  you  have.  'J’lie  men  w'orc  masks  on  their  faces. 
It  W'as  quite  natural  that  I  should  take  you  to  be  the  same 
three  when  you  rode  up.” 

“Quite  natural,  senor.  But  I  give  you  my  word  of 
honor  that  neither  myself  nor  companions  ever  wore 
masks,  unless  it  was  at  a  fancy-<!ress  hall.” 

Wild  know  it  w'as  right  for  him  to  offer  an  apology,  so 
he  promptly  did  so. 

It  was  seldom  that  he  made  a  miafake,  but  this  time  ho 


t  very  graciously  and  seemed  greatly 
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pleased  at  getting  on  friendly  terms  with  the  dashing  | 
young  deadshot. 

“Men  riding  about  with  masks  on  their  faces  are  not 
exactly  what  they  should  be,  Senor  West,”  he  said. 

“No.  But  what  makes  it  appear  strange  is  that  their 
horses  so  greatly  resemble  yours.  Then,  too,  they  are 
dressed  in  the  same  style  as  you  are.  But  there  is  nothing 
remarkable  about  that,  since  it  is  the  dress  of  your  coun¬ 
trymen — of  the  better  class  of  your  countrymen,  I  should 
say.” 

“The  dress  of  the  better  class  of  greasers,  I  suppose?” 
and  the  man  smiled. 

“Well,  I  suppose  that  is  what  one  of  my  partners  would 
say.  The  word  greaser  does  sound  a  little  ugly.  I’ll  admit, 
but  you  can’t  break  a  scout  or  miner  from  using  it.” 

“I  know  it.  I  am  trying  hard  not  to  notice  it.  A  man 
can  be  a  gentleman,  w^hether  he  is  a  Mexican  or  an  Ameri¬ 
can.” 

“Certainly,  Senor  Miguel.” 

The  two  now  walked  out  into  the  barroom. 

The  three  strangers  were  refreshing  themselves  at  the 
bar  and  strictly  minding  their  own  business. 

Wild  decided  to  let  the  matter  drop,  and*he  had  a  good 
cause  to  do  so,  for  just  then 'they  were  called  to  dinner. 

He*  walked  in  with  his  partners  and  found  the  .  girls 
waiting  for  them. 

“Wild,”  said  Arietta,  “I  was  watching  what  took  place 
out  in  the  road.  Which  of  the  men  were  the  ones  we  met 
on  the  hill?” 

“The  last  three,  Et,”  was  the  reply.  “I  am  quite  sure 
of  that  now.  The  first  three  are  gentlemen,  I  think.” 

“Well,  you  made  one  of  them  take  water  all  right.  I 
was  afraid  you  might  shoot  him  and  hurt  him  badly.” 

“  Oh,  I  didn’t  want  to  do  that.  But  when  he  spoke  of 
stepping  out  and  fighting  a  duel  with  me,  if  I  wasn’t  a  boy, 
I  made  up  my  mind  to  show  him  that  I  was  very  much  of  a 
man.  It  is  a  way  I  have,  and  I  can’t  help  it,  to  save  me.” 

Just  then  Senor  Miguel  and  his  two  companions  came 
in  to  dinner. 

They  were  guests  at  the  hotel,  so  there  was  nothing 
.“trange  in  this. 

There  was  nothing  to  do  but  for  Wild  to*  introduce  them 
to  the  girls,  so  he  did  so. 

Then  the  meal  passed  off  very  pleasantly. 

The  Mexicans  talked  a  great  deal  about  what  they  were 
doing  at  the  mining  camp,  and  they  seemed  to  think  that 
they  were  going  to  make  a  big  pile  of  money  there. 

Wild  was  half  inclined  to  put  up  at  the  hotel  during 
their  stay  there,  hut  he  decided  that  it  would  be  best  to 
carry  out  the  original  idea  and  camp  out. 

So  a  little  later  they  all  went  over  to  the  camp,  and, 
finding  that  flop  and  Wing  had  everything  in  good  shape, 
our  hero  sent  them  over  to  the  hotel  to  get  their  dinner, 
which  had  been  paid  for  bv  him. 

Hop  had  been  itching  to  get  there  ever  since  he  saw  the 
pi nee. 


The  fact  was  that  he  was  amviou-  to  gt  t  a  drink  of  tan«i  j 
glefoot. 

That  was  his  failing. 

He  hastened  into  the  barroom  the  first  thing,  dragging 
his  brother  after  him. 

Miguel  and  his  two  friends  were  not  there,  but  the 
three  strange  Mexicans  were. 

They  had  been  drinking  pretty  heavily,  and  when  they 
saw  the  two  Mongolians  they  scowled. 

It  was  evident  that  they  had  no  use  for  a  Chinaman. 

Hop  smiled  at  them,  pleasantly,  as  he  was  wont  to  do  to 
everybody,  and  then  the  fellow  Wild  had  tamed  so  easily 
exclaimed : 

“  Carramba !  A  Chinee  should  not  drink  where  there 
are  gentlemen !” 

“ Whattee  mattee  ?”  asked  Hop,  looking  surprised.  “Me 
allee  light;  me  workee  for  A'oung  Wild  West.” 

That  had  just  the  effect  he  supposed  it  would. 

The  Mexican  hauled  in  his  horns  quickly. 

The  landlord  had  been  telling  them  all  about  Young 
Wild  West,  and  when  they  heard  that  the  Chinaman  was 
in  his  employ  they  evidently  thought  that  they  had  better 
leave  him  alone. 

“Me  allee  light,  so  be,”  repeated  the  clever  Celestial; 
“so  my  blother  allee  light,  so  be.  Me  likee  havee  lillee 
dlink  of  tanglefoot,  Misler  Landlord  !” 

“Sartin  yer  kin  have  it,”  was  the  retort.  “A'our  money 
is  as  good  as  anyone  else’s.” 

They  got  what  they  wanted,  and  when  he  had  smacked 
his  lips  to  express  his  satisfaction.  Hop  turned  to  the  three 
Mexicans  and  said; 

“Now  me  showee  velly  nicee  lillee  tlick,  so  be." 

All  three  of  them  scowled,  but  when  he  took  his  big 
yellow  silk  handkerchief  from  his  pocket  they  showed  signs 
of  being  slightly  interested. 

“Now  evelybody  watchee,”  said  Hop,  smiling  blandly. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  CAVE  OF  GOLD. 

Though  the  Mexicans  hardly  wanted  to,  they  did  watch 
the  Chinaman  closely. 

There  was  just  about  a  dozen  men  in  the  place  now.  and 
the  majority  of  them  were  greasers.  ^ 

But  outside  of  the  three  strangers  no  one  had  shown  , 
signs  of  having  any  particular  dislike  for  Hop  and  Wing.  , 
The  manner  of  Hop  caused  them  to  smile,  instead.  ^ 

As  he  drew  his  big  handkerchief  and  flaunted  it  in  the  1 
air  the  spectators  pressed  forward,  eager  to  see  what  he  I 
was  going  to  do. 

“Me  allee  samee  velly  mitchee  smartec  riunce."  Hop 
said  assuringly.  “Me^jottee  uncle  in  China  whattee  velh  i 
jmucliee  s?narf.  and  me  alhu'  samee  likee  him.  Mv  blother 
•no  velly  muchee  smarlee;  he  allee  saniee  hvd  t'himv.**  j 
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V\  mg  di<i  not  like  this,  but  he  took  it  for  granted  tliat 
it  a^i  in  iho  trick  that  was  about  to  be  performed,  sO 
he  v-nlv  crrinnod. 

It  St'  happened  that  Hop  could  not  be  better  fixed  to 
I -.4.  a  trick  on  the  Mexicans,  for,  while  he  was  helping 
\\  ing  to  put  the  camp  in  shape,  he  had  run  across  a  half- 
grown  ground-mole. 

The  mole  could  not  see,  of  course,  but  it  was  very  much 
alive. 

The  clever  Chinaman  had  placed  it  in  a  little  box,  cut¬ 
ting  a  couple  of  small  holes  in  the  side,  so  the  creature 
coulu  not  suffocate,  and  he  had  it  in  one  of  his  pockets  at 
that  very  minute. 

But  it  so  happened  that  he  had  another  box  that  looked 
exactly  like  the  one  the  mole  was  in. 

He  now  produced  this  box. 

.  It  was  only  a  common  pasteboard  box,  such  as  bottles  of 
medicine  are  encased  in,  and  when  he  opened  it  and  show¬ 
ed  all  hands  that  there  was  absolutely  nothing  in  but  the 
thin  air,  there  was  a  deep  silence.* 

“Aou  gottee  watehee?”  Hop  asked  the  nearest  of  the 
trio  of  Mexicans. 

“Yes,”  was  the  reply. 

“^le  likee  havee  lillee  while;  me  no  hurtee,” 

“Well,  you  can't  have  ray  watch.” 

“Allee  light.  !Me  havee  somebody  else’s  watchee,  len.” 
“\ou  can  hava  mine,  Senor  Chinee,”  spoke  up  the  man 
next  to  the  one  who  had  refused,  speaking  with  a  slight 
accent.  “I  taka  da  chance  that  you  no  hurt.” 

^‘^le  no  hurtee,”  assured  the  Chinaman  as  he  took  the 
timepiece.  “Watchee  allee  samee  alive.” 

He  placed  it  to  his  ear  and  nodded  approvingly. 

“Go  on,  Senor  Chinee,”  said  the  Mexican,  smiling,  for 
he  was  in  a  pretty  good  humor  now,  if  his  two  companions 
were  not. 

“Evelybody  watchee!”  exclaimed  Hop. 

■  Then  he  placed  the  watch  in  the  box  and  closed  the  lid. 
Next  he  put  the  box  on  the  bar,  and  then  he  again  told 
them  all  to  watch. 

Over  the  box  flaunted  the  handkerchief,  and  the  Celes¬ 
tial  magician  proceeded  to  arrange  it  to  his  satisfaction. 

At  length  he  stepped  back  and  gave  a  nod  of  satisfaction, 
“"^ou  takee  uj)  uin  handkelchief,”  he  said,  looking  at 
the  man  he  had  borrowed  tlie  watch  of. 

'crtainly,”  was  the  reply,  and  then  lie  did  so. 

Th'-re  wa>^  the  box,  just  as  Hop  had  placed  it  there,  to 

a’l  appearances, 

ll  ]>  nodded  at  the  man  who  owned  the  watch  and  said: 

“  ij  whattee  tiniee,  so  be.” 

“.de  looka  at  da  wat(;h  ?”  asked  the  Mexican. 

allc=  iamee  whattee  timee.” 

'll  n  the  fellow  picked  up  the  box  and  immediately 

-  I 

r 

H  v.-no'thing  moving  in  it,  and,  with  a  yell  of  fear, 

'  ii  d  '  ^n  the  counter. 

"  '  ‘  r  '  o  tht*  Tfrole, 

If  Ti  i  r  up  hi'^  hitnth  and  ^hwk  his  head,  sadly. 


“Lat  too  bad!’-  he  exclaimed;  “watchee  allee  sameo 
turiiee  in  um  poor  lillee  blind  lat !  Me  velly  muclree 
solly !” 

To  say  that  the  spectators  were  amazed  would  be  but 
putting  it  mildly. 

The  only  one  in  the  room  who  did  not  appear  to  be  sur¬ 
prised  was  Wing. 

He  looked  on  with  an  air  of  indifference. 

Hop  quickly  caught  the  mole  and  stuffed  it  back  into 
the  box. 

“Now  me  havee  makee  watchee  comee  back,”  he  said, 
putting  on  the  old  smile. 

The  handkerchief  was  thrown  over  the  box,  the  usual 
preliminaries  gone  through,  and  then  the  clever  Chinaman 
looked  at  the  proprietor  and  said : 

“You  lookee  and  see  if  um  watchee  lere,  Misler  Land¬ 
lord.” 

“I’ll  do  it,”  was  the  retort.  “But  I  reckon  you’re  a 
regular  sundowner.” 

“Me  allee  samee  velly  muchee  smartee,  so  be.” 

Meeker  lifted  the  handkerchief,  and  when  he  found  the 
box  was  there  yet  he  gave  a  nod. 

“Now  then,  boys,”  he  observed,  turning  to  the  crowd, 
“it  is  either  the  watch  or  the  mole  that’s  in  ther  box. 
We’ll  soon  find  out.” 

He  picked  up  the  box  and  placed  it  to  his  ear. 

I  “It’s  ther  watch,  by  gum  1”  he  exclaimed.  “I  hear  ther 
tick.” 

Hop  smiled,  as  though  he  was  much  pleased. 

“Me  velly  glad,”  said  he.  “Um  Mexican  man  no  wantee 
carry  um  livee  molee  alound  in  um  pockee ;  no  tellee  timee 
velly  goodee,  so  be.” 

Tile  landlord  opened  the  box  and  took  out  the  watch. 

The  trick  that  had  been  performed  was  not  at  all  diffi¬ 
cult. 

But  Hop  was  so  clever  with  his  hands  that  no  one  had 
ever  been  able  to  detect  him  changing  the  different  articles 
he  put  under  his  handkerchief. 

He  could  change  a  bottle  of  whisky  into  a  bottle  of 
water  just  as  easily. 

But  as  ho  had  plenty  of  pockets  in  the  loose-fitting  gown 
he  wore,  and  they  all  contained  everything  from  a  quart 
bottle  to  a  paper  rose,  he  could  do  about  what  he  wanted  to. 

The  Mexican  was  much  relieved  when  he  got  hold  of 
his  watch  again. 

He  fastened  it  to  the  heavy  gold  chain  he  wore,  and 
then  turned  to  the.  Chinaman  and  said : 

“  You  have  a  drink  with  me.” 

“Allee  light;  my  blother  dlink,  too,  so  be.” 

There  was  a  nod  of  assent  and  then  Hop  and  Wing  took 
another  drink. 

Then  the  big  yellow  handkerchief  disappeared  into  the 
clever  magician’s  pocket  and  the  two  wended  their  way  to 
the  dining-room,  leaving  the  crowd  much  mystified. 

d’he  Chinamen  ale  Iheir  dinner  with  a.  relish  after  that. 

“Me  allee  samee  likee  Gleuser  Gnlch.  mv  blother.”  olu 
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Hop,  as  ho  swallowed  his  cotleo.  “Me  likee  stay 
hero  longoe  tiiiieo.” 

‘'You  alloe  saiiiee  Ukee  any  place,  so  be,”  answered 
Wing.  “You  wantee  plenty  tanglefoot,  plenty  fun,  so  be.” 

Hop  looked  at  him  pityingly. 

It  was  evident  that  he  had  a  poor  opiniort  of  his  broth¬ 
er's  knowledge  of  things. 

As  soon  as  they  finished  their  dinner  Hop  led  the  way 
into’^the  barroom. 

He  wanted  a  little  whisky  to  take  with  him  to  the  camp, 
for  he  always  made  it  a  point  to  keep  some  on  hand,  if  he 
could. 

While  it  was  against  the  rules  Young  Wild  West  had  set 
down,  Hop  could  succeed  in  breaking  them  about  whenever 
he  saw  fit  to  do  so. 

The  men  in  the  barroom  were  still  ta'lking  about  the 
wonderful  trick  they  had  seen  performed,  and  when  they 
saw  the  performer  appear  again  they  got  ready  for  some¬ 
thing  more. 

But  Hop  was  not  going  to  do  anything  further  in  that 
line  just  then. 

He  knew  it  was  time  they  got  back  to  the  camp. 

*  So  he  bought  a  bottle  of  whisky  and  stowed  it  away  out 
of  sight. 

Then  he  went  on  out,  followed  by  his  brother,  who 
seemed  glad  to  go. 

They  had  no  sooner  taken  their  departure  when  the 
Mexican  Y'oung  Wild  West  had  got  the  drop  on  turned 
and  whispered  something  to  his  two  friends. 

The  result  was  that  they  went  out  and  watched  the 
Chinamen  to  see  where  they  would  go. 

“So  that  is  where  they  are,”  observed  the  fellow,  who 
had  taken  water  when  our  hero  had  faced  him  with  a 
drawn  revolver.  “I  suppose  they  came  here  to  try  and 
get  hold  of  the  best  land  around  here.  But  they  shan’t 
do  that.  We  came  here  expecting  to  have  to  fight  Miguel 
alone,  but  now  there  are  Americans  to  step  in.  We  shall 
see  who  will  win !” 

“That  is  right,  Juan,”  nodded  one  of  his  companions. 
“It  is  for  us  to  get  hold  of  the  best  that  is  here.  We 
have  the  money  to  do  it.  and  it  must  be  ours.” 

“Pedro  is  right,  Juan,”  spoke  up  the  other. 

“(^uite  right,  Emanuel.” 

The  three  were  conversing  in  Spanish,  of  course,  though 
tlmy  could  all  speak  English  fairly  well. 

Juan  was  the  leader,  it  seemed. 

“It  is  too  bad  that  our  iinpersonification  of  Miguel  and  j 
his  two  friends  ha*^  been  discovered,”  he  said,  after  he  had 
thought  for  a  moment.  “I  thought  we  might  he  able  to  | 
throw  suspicion  u})on  them  and  make  it  the  means  of  their  j 
leaving  the  Gulch.  But  this  boy.  who  call.'!  himself  Young  | 
Wild  West,  ha^  di.scovere<l  the  trick.  But  it  may  turn  out 
all  riirht  yet.  If  we  could  but  make  it  so  that  a  mask  was ' 
found  in  the  pos.;essi()n  of  Miiruel  or  one  of  the  others,  t  i 
think  it  would  be  all  right  yet.  Men  who  rid(>  almut  wear-; 
ing  masks  nr*-  apt  to  be  invited  to  leaNe  a  mining  c'.mp.”  I 


“^J’hat  is  right,  Juan,”  answered  Emanuel,  nodding  big 
head  approvingly. 

“  J.el  us  away  to  our  Cave  of  Gold  and  try  and  think  ii 
some  way  to  get  the  best  of  these  Americans,  as  well  a« 
our  rivals.” 

“Agreed!”  the  two  exclaimed. 

Then  they  walked  back  to  the  hotel,  and  after  lingering 
long  enough  to  purchase  some  whisky  and  tobacco,  they 
went  out  and  mounted  their  horses. 

No  one  paid  any  particular  attention  to  them  as  they 
rode  up  the  gulch,  for  the  Americans  there  had  settled 
dowil  to  live  in  the  easy  and  indifferent  fashion  of  the 
Mexicans. 

The  three  did  not  ride  far  up  the  gulch  before  they  took 
a  narrow’  path  leading  to  the  rocks  above. 

The  path  w’ound  its  way  along  for  perhaps  a  quarter  of 
a  mile  and  then  entered  a  thicket  that  ran  up  close  to  an 
irregular  bluff  that  w'as  full  of  shining  particles  of  quartz. 

So  high  was  the  thicket  that  when  the  three  horsemen 
rode  into  it  they  were  completely  concealed  from  sight. 

Around  a  turn  they  went  and  then  they  came  to  a  cave, 
the  mouth  of  which  was  just  high  enough  to  admit  a  horse 
without  a  rider.  ^ 

Juan  dismounted  and  his  companions  quickly  followed 
suit. 

They  led  the  horses  into  the  cave,  which  was  quite  a 
roomy  one,  w’ith  a  high  natural  ceiling. 

One  part  of  it  w’as  fitted  up  in  pretty  good  shape  for 
living,  for  there  was  a  roughly-made  table,  three  stools, 
some  cooking  utensils,  -a  rude  fireplace  and  three  bunks. 

“Here  w’e  are  at  the  Gold  Cave,”  exclaimed  the  leader 
of  the  Mexican  trio.  “Nowy  then,  to  think  of  some  way  to 
gain  our  point.  But  the  first  thing  we  must  always  do  on 
returning,  to  the  cave  is  to  see  if  everything  is  all  right. 
Tt  ma}'  be  that  someone  will  discover  the  cave  some  day, 
and  that  might  make  it  bad  for  us.” 

He  turned  an  angle  to  the  left  and  entered  another 
cave,  his  companions  leading  the  horses  after  him. 

1  his  part  of  the  underground  place  was  much  larger 
than  the  rest,  and  something  like  fortv  feet  back  there 
came  a  flood  of  light  through  another  entrance. 

The  horses  were  promptly  tied  to  one  side  and  then  the 
three  men  walked  over  to  a  niche  and  looked  into  it. 


“I  guess  everything  is  all  right,”  said  Juan,  with  a  smile 
of  satisfaction. 


hen  he  pulled  out  a  blanket  and  a  pile  of  golden  nug¬ 
gets  was  revealed. 

“We  got  this  much  by  coming  to  Greaser  Gulch,  any¬ 
how,”  said  the  leader,  with  a  chuckle.  “Soinelwdy  sbw.d 
it  awn\  for  us.  and  I  feel  much  obliged  to  him  for  dtung  d. 
as  I  have  said  more  than  oman  We  will  go  awav  fro  ,  b 
very  ri(*h  men,  frimnls.  I  am  ure  thal'we  know  tb  '  ^ 
r-nte  to  a  market  that  ti-ains  .  an  Davel  .ver.  and  .b  n  ui> 
get  hold  of  enough  gobl  we  will  havr  a  dor  r  ’  o 

i"  cart  It  away.  But  it  will  go  nor  in‘o  \L  \  o  snd  D  A 
IS  the  be.t  lurt  of  it.  Wo  aro  oomg  to  t  d  V  ^  ’^1 

te  M. Mean  oil,  friend:.,  Ha.  ha.  l;a 


,  Fe^ro  and  Emanuel  joined  in  the  laugh. 

The  gold  wa^  sot>u  covered  up  and  then  they  went  to  the 
i'pening  in  the  rear  and  Kx)ked  out. 

It  was  a  very  wild  and  picturesque  scene  that  lay  before 
them,  but  a  practiced  eye  would  have  noticed  that  the  hilly 
slope  gave  evidence  of  being  lit  for  wagons  to  ascend  and 
descend. 

It  ran  otT  to  the  south,  too,  and -that  was  why  Juan  had 
spoken  in  such  a  manner  of  elation. 

“There  is  only  one  thing  to  do,’-  said  Juan,  after  he  had 
thought  for  a  minute  or  two.  ‘^We  will  watch  for  Miguel 
and  his  two  friends,  and  every  time  we  see  them  out  we 
will  put  on  our  masks  and  go  out  where  we  can  be  seen. 
And  in  the-  meantime  we  have  two  other  things  to  do. 

I  One  is  to  get  a  mask  on  one  of  them,  and  have  it  discov¬ 
ered,  and  the  other  is  to  frighten  Young  Wild  West  and 
his  friends  away  from  Greaser  Gulch.  I  think  both  can  be 
done.” 

I 

CHAPTEE  V. 

V 

THE  DEN  OF  COUGARS. 

Juan,  the  Mexican,  spoke  very  earnestly  as  he  said  he 
thought  that  both  the  things  could  be  done. 

Pedro  and  Emanuel  nodded,  as  though  they  thought  so, 

too. 

It  was  evident  that  they  did'  very  little  thinking  for 
themselves,  and  that  they  allowed  their  leader  to  do  it  for 
them. 

They  were  of  a  rather  lower  order  than  he,  though  they 
were  not  what  might  be  called  scoundrels. 

Neither  was  Juan,  for  that  matter. 

He  did  not  intend  to  make  a  fight  against  anyone,  rely¬ 
ing  on  his  cleverness,  instead. 

If  he  could  succeed  in  driving  away  those  who  had  come 
to  Greaser  Gulch  for  the  purpose  of  getting  a  corner  on 
the  gold  that  was  being  dug  out,  and  that  which  was  left 
in  the  ground,  his  purpose  would  have  been  accomplished. 

But  there  was  another  thing  on  the  mind  of  Juan  just 
now,  and  he  was  bound  to  out  with  it. 

As  Pedro  started  a  fire  going  in  the  little  fireplace  in 
the  cave  and  made  ready  to  get  something  ready  to  eat,  he 
<-.at  down  on  a  stool  and  dropped  into  a  thinking  mood. 

F’retty  soon  Emanuel  turned  to  him  and  asked : 

“What  are  you  thinking  of,  my  bold  leader?  You  re¬ 
mind  me  of  a  youth  who  is  love-sick.” 

'Fhe  Mexican’s  face  lighted  up  at  this,  and  with  a  nod, 
he  retorted : 

am  love-sick,  Emanuel.  1  saw  a  very  beautiful  seno- 
rita  thi-  day,  and  1  have  been  thinking  of  her  ever  since, 
tboTigh  I  have  said  nothing  iK'fore  this.” 

Pedro  pan-ed  in  hi-  work  and  looked  up. 

‘‘If  ',otj  saw  a  very  beautiful  senorita  to-day  she  must 
baT<->  he^n  one  of  the  American  girls  vfith  Young  Wild 
raid. 


‘‘And  that  is  just  who  she  was,  Pedro,”  was  the  reply. 
‘‘The  girl  uitli  the  golden  hair  is  surely  the  most  beautiful 
girl  I  ever  saw.  You  may  not  think  she  is,  or  Emanuel 
may  not  think  so.  But  1  do.  We  all  have  a  choice  of  our 
own,  you  know.” 

‘‘That  is  right,”  Emanuel  spoke  up.  “Y'ou  are  correct 
when  you  say  I  may  not  think  the  girl  is  the  most  beautiful 
one  I  ever  saw.  I  know  of  one  in  a  little  village  on  the 
other  side  of  the  line,  with  dark  eyes  and  red  lips,  who  far 
surpasses  the  American  girl,  in  my  way  of  thinking.” 

“And  I  can  say  the  same  thing,  though  not  speaking  of 
the  same  girl,”  added  Pedro,  his  dark  face  lighting  up. 
“The  one  I  am  thinking  of  is  my  wife,  whom  I  hope  soon 
shall  wear  finer  dresses  than  any  hidalgo’s  senora  in  our 
State.” 

Juan  smiled. 

He  was  the  elder  of  the  trio,  and  without  a  doubt  the 
ugliest  in  looks. 

“I  am  going  to  make  love  to  the  American  girl,”  he 
went  on  to  say,  “and  if  Young  Wild  West  interferes  I  will 
turn  loose  my  cougars  upon  him.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  He  would 
have  a  chance  to  show  his  quickness  then,  boys !” 

“He  would,  indeed!”  Emanuel  declared.  “When  you 
trapped  the  four  beasts  I  never  thought  you  would  have 
any  use  for  them,  unless  it  were  to  turn  them  upon  anyone 
who  might  seek  to  rob  ns  of  our  gold.”  ' 

“  They  are  getting  uglier  and  more  ferocious  every  day,” 
said  Pedro.  “Hark,  I  hear  them  growling,  even  now.” 

True  enough,  the  low  growls  of  savage  beasts  could  be 
heard  not  far  away. 

“I  think  I  will  have  a  look  at  them,”  observed  Juan,  as 
he  arose  from  the  stool.  “Perhaps  they  are  hungry. 
Pedro,  give  me  that  foreshonlder  of  the  buck  you  shot 
yesterday.  We  only  need  the  hindquarters.  I  will  feed 
my  pets.” 

The  meat  was  promptly  handed  to  him,  and  then  the 
scheming  leader  of  the  trio  walked  over  to  the  rear  en¬ 
trance  of  the  big  cave  and  stepped  outside. 

Near  at  hand,  and  on  the  left,  was  a  heavy  slab  of  gray 
rock  leaning  against  what  appeared  to  be  a  perpendicular 
wall. 

But  it  really  only  covered  the  mouth  of  a  small  cave, 
and  in  that  cave  were«four  fierce  cougars,  the  mother  and 
her  cubs,  the  latter  being  almost  full  grown  now. 

The  three  Mexicans  had  found  them  in  the  little  den 
when  they  discovered  the  big  cave,  and  as  the  slab  of 
stone  was  right  before  the  place,  they  had  cleverly  raised 
it  and  penned  tlic  beasts  in. 

This  was  two  weeks  before  the  opening  of  our  story, 
and  there  the  cougars  had  remained  ever  since,  food  and 
water  being  given  them  daily  by  the  man  who  called  them 
his  pets. 

Juan  had  conceived  the  idea  to  keep  them  for  a  while, 
and  to  turn  them  loose  upon  anyone  who  might  by  some 
means  discover  the  cave  and  learn  of  the  pile  of  gold  that 
was  hidden  in  it. 

As  he  fed  them  now  be  derided  that  they  should  help 
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him  to  win  the  golden-haired  girl  he  had  declared  himself 
to  be  in  love  with. 

lie,  of  course,  meant  Arietta,  the  charming  sweetheart 
of  dashing  Young  Wild  West. 

The  cougars  fought  for  the  venison  and  soon  had  de¬ 
voured  it  to  the  very  bones. 

Then  the  Mexican  got  some  water  from  the  little  stream 
that  trickled  through  the  cave  and  poured  it  down  into  the 
pan  he  had  placed  there  for  the  purpose. 

There  was  just  room  enough  for  him  to  do  this  through 
a  crack,  without  running  the  risk  of  feeling  the  sharp 
claws  of  the  animals. 

He  watched  them  for  a  few  minutes,  and  then,  with  a 
muttered  exclamation  of  satisfaction,  turned  and  went 
back  into  the  cave. 

“My  pets  are  all  right,  boys,”  he  said  to  his  two  follow¬ 
ers.  “I  think  they  would  make  Young  Wild  West  move 
lively  if  they  were  turned  loose  upon  him.  If  he  inter¬ 
feres  with  me  in  my  plans  I  shall  surely  turn  them  loose 
upon  him,  too.  But  after  we  have  satisfied  our  himger  we 
must  arrange  it  so  we  can  close  the  entrance  to  our  cave 
there.  It  would  not  do  to  give  the  cougars  a  chance  at  us,' 
you  know.  We  must  arrange  it-  so  a  rope  can  be  pulled  to 
allow  the  beasts  their  freedom,,  and  at  the  same  time  make 
us  perfectly  safe  from  them.  It  can  be  done  quite  easily, 
I  think.” 

“Surely  we  can,  my  bold  leader,”  Emanuel  answered. 

Pedro  was  making  rapid  headway  with  the  meal  now, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  it  was  ready  for  them. 

After  they  had  eaten  it  they  sat  and  smoked  for  half 
an  hour  and  then  got  to  work  to  carry  out  the  plan  of 
Juan, 

As  there  .were  plenty  of  boulders  that  the  tlirep  could 
manage  to  handle,  they  soon  had  the  entrance  walled  up 
just  so  there  was  room  enough  for  them  to  crawl  through 
one  at  a  time. 

Then  a  lariat  was  ti§d  to  the  slab  that  covered  the  open¬ 
ing  of  the  den  of  wild  beasts  in  such  a  way  that  a  strong 
pull  upon  it  would  liberate  them. 

It  took  a  couple  of  hours  to  do  this,  blit  when  it  was 
done  they  all. appeared  to  be  much  satisfied  with  their 
work. 

“Now,”  said  Pedro,  “suppose  I  climb  the  tree  and  find 
out  what  is  going  on  in  the  gulch  below?” 

“Good  !”  answered  Juan;  “go  on,  my  good  friend.” 

The  man  went  out  of  the  cave  and  climbed  a  tree  which 
had  been  used  for  that  purpo.se  before  by  the  looks  of  the 
smaller  branches  that  had  been  broken. 

He  went  up  near  the  top  and  came  down  very  quickly 
and  ran  into  the  cave. 

Miguel  and  his  friends  are  out  again,”  he  said.  “They 
are  riding  up  the  gulch,  as  though  in  search  of  someone.” 

“Perhaps  they  are  looking  for  us,”  answered  Juan. 
“Well,  now  i.-;  our  chance  to  go  out.  Get  the  horses  ready 
at  once,  Miguel  does  not  know  who  we  are,  and  that  we 
followpd  him  from  Galla  del  Abajo.  We  must  force  them 
to  leave  the  Gulch.” 


In  a  very  few  minutes  tlie  horses  were  ready,  and  then/ 
putting  on  their  masks,  the  Mexicans  rode  out  of  the  ca\ 
and  headed  for  the  gulch  below,  taking  a  different  route 
from  that  they  had  traversed  in  getting  there. 

In  a  few  minutes  they  reached  the  gulch  in  a  part  of  it 
that  was  as  wild  as  any  part  of  the  region,  notwithstand¬ 
ing  that  the  mining  camp  lay  so  close  by. 

But  the  latter  was  hidden  from  sight,  owing  to  a  turn  m 
the  wide  rift. 

Juan  and  his  men  were  certainly  daring  to  do  what  the}\ 

did  just  then.  -  ! 

They  knew  that  the  three  men  they  were  trying  so  hardj 
to  impersonate  had  just  gone  on  through  the  gulch,  and 
yet  they  turned  and  rode  back  toward  the  claims  the 
miners  were  at  work  upon. 

Of  course  they  wanted  to  make  it  appear  that  those  who 
had  ridden  along  that  way  were  coming  back  with  their 
faces  concealed  by  masks. 

But  Juan  and  his  companions  knew  more  than  one  way^ 
to  get  up  to  their  cave. 

They  depended  on  eluding  anyone  who  might  try  to 
catch  them. 

Boldly  they  rode  along,  and  in  a  couple  of  minutes  they 
came  in  sight  of  the  collection  of  shanties,  with  the  hotel 
almost  in  the  center. 

Miners  could  be  seen  at  work  here  and  there,  and  with-! 

t 

out  a  show  of  fear  they  continued  on  their  way,  intending 
to  take  the  nearest  path  they  were  to  when  they  found 
they  were  attracting  the  attention  of  anybody. 

Then  they  would  disappear,  and  when  the  other  three 
would-be  speculators  came  along  they  would  surely  be 
taken  for  the  Masked  Mexicans,  as  Juan  had  named  liim- 
self  and  his  two  friends  and  partners. 

It  was  but  a  very -short  time  before  they  found  that  they 
were  attracting  the  attention  of  some  of  the  miners. 

They  boldly  turned  their  concealed  faces  so  they  could- 
be  seen  plainly  and  rode  on. 

Though  they  were  really  doing  nothing  that  could  be^, 
called  a  crime,  they  well  knew  that  miners,  as  a  rule,  don't 
like  masked  men  riding  around  where  they  are  at  work. 

“I  should  like  to  let  \oung  Wild  West  Jiaye  another 
look  at  us,  said  Juan,  becoming  reckle.ss.  “Suppose  we 
cut  across  behind  that  groye  over  there  and  give  him  a 
chance,  boys?” 

Anything  you  say,  my  bold  leader,”  answered  Emanuel. 
“Certainly !”  exclaimed  Pedro. 

“Come  on,  then.” 

They  turned  their  horses,  and  the  next  minute  thev  had 
di.<=appeared  from  the  yiew  of  the  miners. 

“This  is  going  to  he  the  Ixildest  stroke  we  have  played 
so  far.  said  Juan,  with  the  liravado  common  to  his  ratv.. 
“Me  will  set  the  whole  camp  to  thinking  now.  K\vs.” 

“  1  hat  we  will!"  his  eonipanions  exclaimed. 

Around  the  grove  they  nule,  knowing  well  that  1 
camp  of  Young  Wild  West  lay  hut  a  short  d^stan.^-  awM 

The  next  minute  they  came  in  full  view  of  it, 

'Fhc  three  scheming  rascals  were  delighted  when 
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found  that  \oung  Wild  West  and  all  his  friends  were 
there. 

Ihey  wore  sitting  under  the  shade  of  some  broad-leafed 
tree.v.  near  the  edge  of  the  stream. 

The  hiet  was  that  our  friends  had  decided  to  take  things 
ea?y  h-r  the  balance  of  the  day. 

W  ild  never  went  right  at  work  in  the  business  he  had 
in  view  when  he  came  to  a  mining  camp  for  the  first  time. 

He  always  liked  to  get  a  line  on  his  surroundings  and 
find  out  what  kind  of  men  he  had  to  deal  with  first. 

As  the  three  masked  Mexicans  rode  out  into  view  all 
hands  jumped  to  their  feet. 

Juan  uttered  a  low  laugh. 

“We  have  awM4vened  them,  boys!”  he  cried  jubilantly. 

Then  he  became  bold  enough  to  w^ave  a  sort  of  salute  to 
thpse  in  the  little  camp. 

They  were  not  much  more  than  two  hundred  yards  away 
at  the  time,  but  the  Mexicans  were  certain  that  they  could 
get  out  of  sight  before  our  hero  dr  his  partners  could 
mount  and  overtake  them. 

They  did  not  figure  on  being  shot  at,  of  course,  for  they 
felt  that  they  were  not  doing  anything  that  was  really 
wrong. 

But  when  they  saw  Cheyenne  Charlie  grab  his  rifle  and 
throw  it  to  his  shoulder  fear  seized  them  right  aw'ay. 

Crang  1 

A  report  rang  out  and  Juan  felt  a  sting  upon  his  left 
car. 

“Caramba!”  he  exclaimed;  “I  am  shot!” 

He  clapped  his  hand  to  his  ear  and  felt  the  blood  trick¬ 
ling  down. 

“You  are  not  hurt,  Juan,”  said  Pedrq,  quickly,  who 
seemed  to  be  the  most  cool  of  the  trio  just  then.  ^‘Come 
on  !  We  must  get  away.” 

Then  they  rode  as  though  their  very  lives  depended 
on  it. 

Around  the  grove  they  went  at  a  mad  gallop,  and  then 
acros.s  the  gulch  to  the  path  that  would  lead  them  to  their 
cave. 

Onc*e  out  of  sight  they  breathed  a  simultaneous  sigh  of 
relief. 

Juan  took  out  his  handkerchief  and  tied  it  about  his 
head. 

He  surely  thought  the  shot  had  been  fired  to  kill  him, 
LTi  !  did  his  companions. 

But  they  were  to  find  out  differently  a  little  later, 
in  their  cave,  the  villains  laid  low  and  watched. 

T'^  thought  it  might  be  possible  that  they  had  been 

pTjr  .  K-d. 

B.ii  wlicn  an  hour  had  passed,  and  there  were  no  signs 
to  Bio  that  they  had,  they  began  to  feel  a  little  easier. 

.An  (  rjiffiinaiion  bar)  shown  that  Juan’s  ear  had  merely 
U  /  f,  by  th<'  bullet  from  the  scout’s  rifle. 

It  bad  hrok<*ri  the  skin  just  enough  to  make  the  blood 
flO'A 

A  piece  of  -ticking  planter  fixed  it  up  aU  right,  and 


finally  when  darkness  came  on  the  leader  of  the  masked 
Mexicans  became  bold  again. 

‘AVe  will  go  to  the  hotel  by  and  by,”  he  said.  “No  one 
will  know  that  we  were  the  three  masked  men  who  were 
riding  through  the  gulch  to-day.  Our  word  is  just  as  good 
as  that  of  Miguel.” 


CHAPTER  Yl. 

THE  “bad”  man  who  BECAME  “GOOD.” 

% 

“I  reckon  I  marked  that  galoot,  anyhow!”  exclaimed 
Cheyenne  Charlie,  as  he  lowered  his  rifle  after  firing  the 
shot  at  the  three  Masked  Mexicans.  “Look  at  ther  ga¬ 
loots  go !” 

Young  Wild  West  stood  watching  the  receding  horse¬ 
men,  and  it  was  not  until  they  had  disappeared  from  view 
that  he  ansjyered  the  scout. 

“You  either  touched  his  neck  or  his  ear,  Charlie,”  he 
said.  “I  was  just  watching  to  see  if  I  could  get  a  line  on 
those  fellows.  It  seems  that  fancy-dressed  greasers  all 
look  alike,  especially  if  you  can’t  see  their  faces.” 

“They  are  the  three  who  came  last  to  the  hotel,  Wild,” 
spoke  up  Arietta.  “I  am  pretty  sure  that  the  one  Charlie 
just  touched  is  the  fellow  you  had  the  trouble  with.  I 
took  a  good  look  at  him  while  he  was  standing  out  in  the 
road  before  you.  I  have  a  pretty  good  eye  for  a  human 
form  when  I  take  a  notion  to  look  it  ove^  good,  you  know.” 

“Well,  I  guess  you  are  pretty  nearly  right  on  that,  Et,” 
was  the  repl}^  “I  picked  the  galoot  out  as  the  same  one 
myself ;  but*  I  thought  I  might  be  mistaken.  This  is  a 
queer  sort  of  a  game  we  have  got  up  against,  it  seems.” 

“But  I  reckon  we’ll  see  it  through,  now  that  we’ve 
started  ter,  eh,  Wild?”  Charlie  asked. 

“Yes,  we’ll  see  it  through  all  right,  Charlie.  We  came 
to  Greaser  Gulch  to  see  if  there  was  a  chance  to  make 
money  here,  but  since  they  have  got  masked  Mexicans 
riding  about  the  diggings,  it  is  our  duty  to  find  out  what  it 
means.  We’ll  just  take  a  walk  over  to  the  hotel  and  see 
who  is  there  right  now.  Come  on,  Jim.  I  guess  the  girls 
can  take  care  of  the  camp.  Wing  is  half  asleep,  and  Hop 
looks  as  though  he  wanted  to  be.” 

Both  Charlie  and  Jim  were  ready  to  go  in  a  twinkling. 

They  knew  that  Wild  was  anxious  to  find  out  if  any  of 
the  Mexicans  were  there. 

The  three  walked  over,  and  when  they  got  there  they 
found  only  a  few  of  the  hangers-on  present. 

“Where  is  Senor  Miguel,  Mr.  Meeker?”  asked  Wild,  of 
the  landlord,  who  was  behind  the  bar  himself. 

“He  went  out  ridin’  about  fifteen  minutes  ago,”  was  the 
reply.  “Went  up  ther  gulch,  1  reckon.  He’s  lookin’  fur 
good  payin’  property,  yer  know.” 

“Did  his  two  fri('nds  go  with  him?” 

“Dh,  yes.  'I’hey  always  travel  together,  no  matter 
where  they  go.  ’riiat’s  what  they’ve  been  doin’  ever  since 
they  come  here,  I  know.” 


•’Well,  where  arc  the  other  three  fellows?” 

“Oh,  they  went  away  a  little  after  you  folks  left.” 

Just  then  in  came  a  miner,  who  appeared  to  be  not  a 
little  excited. 

“Ther  Masked  Mexicans  showed  up  agdn  a  little  while 
ago,”  he  said.  “They  rode  right  past  where  I  was  workin’ 
by  ther  creek.” 

“See  here,”  said  Wild,  suddenly,  as  he  looked  at  the 
fellovv\  “Do  you  know  who  those  fellows  are?^’ 

“No,”  was  the  reply.  “I  only  know  that  there’s  some¬ 
thin’  mighty  strange  about  ’em.  They  keep  showdn’  up 
every  once  in  a  while,  but  I  ain’t  heard  tell  of  them  doin’ 
anythin’  as  yet.” 

“Well,  it  seems  rather  strange  that  three  men  would  he 
riding  around,  with  their  faces  covered  with  masks  that 
way.  What  do  you  think  about  it?” 

“I  think  ther  same  as  you  do.  If  they  keep  it  up  they 
oughter  be  found  out,  an’  then  given  twenty  minutes  tet 
explain.”  , 

“An’  if  they  can’t  explain,  be  drove  out  of  ther  Gulch,” 
added  the  hotel  keeper. 

“I  reckon  that’s  about  ther  right  thing,”  said  Cheyenne 
Charlie,  ftodding  his  head.  “One  thing  about  it,  if  yer  see 
a  fancy-lookin’  greaser  with  a  mark  on  his  left  ear,  or  ther 
side  of  his  neck,  yer  kin  make  up  your  mind  that  he’s  one 
of  ther  Masked  Mexicans.  I  marked  one  of  ther  three 
galoots  that  way  a  little  while  ago.” 

“I  heard  ther  shot  fired,”  nodded  the  miner:  “an’  I 
seen  ’em  ridin’  fit  ter  break  their  necks  right  after  it.  I 
reckon  they  didn’t  like  that  kind  of  a  game  very  much.” 

“It  are  blamed  funny  that  they  should  go  around  with 
masks  on  ’em,”  said  the  landlord,  shaking  his  head.  “I 
can’t  see  where  ther  thing  comes  in.  They  ain’t  tried  ter 
rob  nobody,  as  I  know  of.  They  jest  show  up  now  an’  then, 
as  though  they  wanted  someone  ter  see  ’em  on  purpose.” 

“Yes,  they  are  no  doubt  doing  it  for  effect,”  our  hero 
answered.  “But  why  they  are  doing  it  is  something  that 
ought  to  be  found  out.” 

“An’  yer  kin  bet  your  life  that  we’ll  come  putty  near 
findin’  it  out,  an’  afore  many  hours,  too,”  exclaimed  Chey¬ 
enne  Charlie. 

“I’ll  bet  yer  will,  too,”  nodded  Meeker.  “I’ve  heard 
tell  of  ther  doin’s  of  you  folks,  an’  I  reckon  yer  ain’t  goin’ 
ter  let  a  little  thing  like  this  stump  yer.” 

Wild  walked  to  the  door,  as  he  heard  the  noise  of  hoofs. 

Four  riders  were  coming  up  the  gulch. 

Three  of  them  were  Miguel  and  his  friends  aftd  the 
fourth  was  a  total  stranger  and  evidently  a  cowboy,  by  his 
appearance. 

He  wa.**  an  American,  too,  so  our  hero  took  it  that  the 
three  Mexicans  must  have  met  him  by  accident  as  he  was 
'  riding  for  the  mining  camp. 

“Hello,  there!”  called  out  the  cowboy  as  the  quartette 
rode  up.  “I  reckon  it  ain't  all  greasers  in  Greaser  Gulch, 
after  all.  I’m  mighty  glad  ter  see  some  of  ther  boys  here, 
an’  no  mistake.  I’m  Bill  Bolter,  an’  I'm  what  they  call  a 


mighty  bad  man  sometimes.  Whoopee !  Kverybody 
shiver !” 

Young  Wild  West  did  not  pay  the  least  bit  of  attention 
to  him-just  then. 

He  had  seen  so  many  of  his  stripe  that  he  was  used  to  it. 

But  he  was  looking  sharply  at  the  three  Mexicans  as 
they  dismounted. 

He  wanted  to  find  out  if  he  had  been  mistaken,  after  all. 

But  none  of  them  appeared  to  have  anything  like  a 
mark  in  the  way  of  a  flesh  wound. 

“You  fellows  are  all  right,  as  I  thought,”  he  muttered 
under  his  breath.  “T  guess  you  are  just  what  you  claim 
to  be.” 

“As  we  were  turning  to  ride  back  through  the  gulch  we 
met  one  of  your  countrymen,  Senor  West,”  said  Miguel, 
nodding  at  the  blustering  cowboy.  “He  said  he  was  head¬ 
ing  for  the  gold  diggings,  so  we  told  him  to  come  right 
along  with  us.” 

“That’s  right,  young  fellow,”  spoke  up  the  cowboy  in  a 
very  loud  voice.  “My  name  is  Bill  Bolter,  an’  I’m  a  bad 
man !” 

“Well,  Bill  Bolter,  I  should  advise  you  to  be  a  good  man,  , 
if  you  want  to  stay  in  Greaser  Gulch,”  Wild  retorted,  i 
coolly.  , 

“You  should  advise  that,  hey?”  and  the  man  looked  at 
him  in  .surprise. 

“Yes,  and  I  won’t  charge  you  anything  for  the  advice, 
either.  Just  take  it  easy  now,  and  don’t  lose  your  head.”  ^ 

“Well,  by  thunder!”  and  Bill  Boliter  glared  around  at 
the  crowd  as  though  he  had  not  quite  made  up  his  mind  ^ 
what  to  do  as  yet.  j 

He  got  down  from  his  horse  and  walked  into  the  bar.  ' 

Evidently  he  had  decided  that  it  was  best  to  go  a  little  , 
easy,  for  the  deterrriined  look  on  the  face  of  Cheyenne 
Charlie  was  quite  a  warning. 

“You’re  ther  freshest  young  galoot  I  ever  run  across,”  \ 
he  said  to  Wild,  as  he  came  in,  followed  by  his  partners  ] 
and  the  rest  of  the  crowd.  t 

“Easy,  stranger,”  cautioned  Meeker.  “That’s  Young 
Wild  West  you’re  talkin’  to.” 

“I  don’t  care  if  it’s  Old  Wild  West,”  retorted  the  cow¬ 
boy.  “Gimme  a  good  horn  of  tanglefoot,  an’  then  I’ll 
show  yer  how  I  kin  make  things  hum  around  here.  I’m  a 
mighty  bad  man,  anyhow,  but  when  I  git  a  few  drinks  in 
me  I’m  a  blamed  sight  worse  than  bad.  Whoopee !  Every¬ 
body  have  a  drink,  an'  everybody  pay  fur  his  own.  Ha, 
hp,  ha !” 

He  was  laughing  at  the  sudden  change  in  the  looks  of 
the  greasers  as  he  wound  up  the  invitation  by  telling  them 
to  pay  for  their  own  drinks. 

Wild  sat  down  at  a  table  with  Miguel. 

Ihe  three  masked  fellows  showed  up  again  a  little 
while  ago,”  he  said. 

“Is  that  so?”  the  Mexican  asked  in  surprise.  “Well.  I 
hope  you  are  satisfied  that  we  are  not  the  ones.” 

“Gh,  1  am  quite  well  satisfied  on  that  ]Munt.  1  haNo  no 
doubt  but  that  those  other  fellows  are  the  ones.  We’ll 
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find  out  if  thov  come  here  again,  because  Charlie  touched 
one  of  their  ears  with  a  bullet.” 

“Is  that  so?  I  hope  you  do  find  out,  for  a  fact,  for  it  is 
not  nice  to  have  anyone  think  that  you  are  guilty  of  some¬ 
thing.  when  you  are  not.  We  are  here  for  the  purpose  of 
speculating  and  making  money,  as  1  told  you  before,  and 
that  is  all  we  are  here  for.” 

“Here,  you  I”  bawled  out  the  cowboy  just  then.  “What 
are  yer  talkin^  about  over  there  at  ther  table?  I  don’t 
want  no  remarks  passed  about  me  that  I  don’t  hear. 
L^nderstand  that?” 

“Shut  up !”  retorted  Wild.  “You  are  not  worth  talking' 
about.” 

“Growlin’  grizzlies !”  cried  the  bad  man.  “What  do  yer 
think  of  that?  Why,  if  that  galoot  wasn’t  only  a  boy  I’d 
make  him  crawl  around  on  his  hands  an’  knees  like  a  dog.” 

“Make  me  do  it,”  spoke  up  Charlie,  who  could  stand  it 
no  longer.  “I  ain’t  no  boy.” 

.“All  right,”  was  the  quick  retort.  “Git  dowm  on  your 
hands  an’  knees,  you  big  galoot !” 

He  whipped  out  a  shooter  in  pretty  quick  time  and 
pointed  it  at  the  scout. 

Whack — thump ! 

As  quick  as  a  flash,  Charlie  struck  his  wrist  a  heavy  blow 
and  the  revolver  flew  from  his  hand  and  hit  the  bar. 

Biff! 

Before  the  bad  man  could  recover  the  scout  handed  him 

> 

a  stiff  punch  in  the  ribs  and  he  went  down  in  a  heap. 

“I  reckon  you  ain’t  half  as  bad  as  yer  want  folks  ter 
think,”  remarked  Charlie,  as  he  stood  over  him,  ready  to 
hit  him  the  moment  he  got  up.  “You’re  a  big  bluff,  you 
are !” 

“All  right,”  was  the  reply.  “Don’t  hit  me  ag’in.  I’ll 
admit  that  I’m  harmless.  Yer  see,  I’ve  had  my  fangs 
drawed.” 

I 

There  was  a  loud  laugh  at  this. 

“Good  boy,  Charlie!”  called  out  Wild,  who  was  pleased 
to  see  that  the  seout  had  not  pulled  a  shooter,  instead  of 
acting  as  he  had. 

Then  he  sprang  to  his  feet,  and,  walking  over,  assisted 
tlie  cowboy  to  arise. 

“You’re  all  riglit,  if  you  only  think  so,”  he  said.  “Just 
stand  up  and  behave  yourself  now.  Here’s  your  shooter 
Forgf't  that  you  are  a  bad  man  while  you  are  in  Greaser 
Gulch.” 

“Yer  kin  bet  your  life  I  will!”  was  the  reply.  “I  was 
onlv  jokin’,  anyhow.  Yer  don’t  s’pose  I  thought  I  could 
ran  ther  place,  do  yer?  Me,  a  stranger!  Well,  I  reckon 
rot.  I  je^t  wanted  ter  have  a  little  fun,  that’s  all.” 

“f>f  cour^-^'.  1  under-tand  that.  You  wanted  to  have  a 

S  ttlf  fun,  and  if  vou  had  been  allowed  to  go  on  you  would 
»  iv*<  yone  vonr  foil  h-ngth,  wouldn’t  you?” 

“W<dl,  I  f^’pose  T  would,  young  feller.  But  it’s  all  right. 
Wtat  ar^'  ver  goin’  t^r  take  with  me?  Everybody  have  a 
Jfin'c*  ril  pay  fur  it,  landlord.” 

^That%  ther  kind  of  ord^-r  I  like  ter  hear,”  retorted 


Meeker,  with  a  grin.  “You’re  a  harmless  galoot,  all  right, 
but  your  money  is  as  good  as  anyone  else’s.” 

Bill  Bolter,  as  he  called  himself,  did  not  raise  the  least 
objections  when  Wild  and  Jim  took  cigars. 

He  had  been  tamed  right  at  the  start,  and  it  was  evi¬ 
dent  that  he  was  going  to  be  a  “good”  man  now. 

When  he  got  another  drink  in  him  he  warmed  up  a  little 
and  looking  at  Wild,  said ; 

“I’d  jest  like  ter  chuck  ther  dice  with  you  ter  see  who 
treats  ther  crowd  ag’in,  young  feller.” 

“Me  chuckee!” 

The  words  came  from  Hop  Wah,  who  had  slid  in 
through  the  rear  door,  unnoticed- by  anyone. 

“That’s  all  right,”  Wild  observed.  “Throw  with  the 
Chinaman,  if  you  want  to.  But  don’t  bet  any  money  with 
him,  for  if  you  do  you  will  surely  lose  it.  He  can  beat  the 
man  who  invented  dice.” 

“  Pshaw !  I  reckon  I  never  seen  ther  galoot  what  could 
down  me  at  chuckin’  dice  an’  countin’  ther  spots.  I’m 
bound  ter  win,  if  I  keep  at  it  long  enough.  There  ain’t  no 
‘  galoot  livin’  what  kin  win  every  time  he  throws,  yer  know.” 

“This  Chinaman  can.  So  .take  my  advice  and  don’t  bet 
any  money  with  him.” 

But  the  advice  was  lost  upon  the  cowboy. 

It  only  made  him  more  anxious  to  try  conclusions  with 
Hop,  in  fact. 

Meeker  put  out  the  leather  dice  cup  he  had  behind  the 
bar. 

Hop  promptly  dumped  out  the  dice  and  gave  them  a 
close  examination. 

They  seemed  to  be  just  the  kind  he  wanted  to  use,  for 
he  smiled  and  nodded. 

“Now,  then,”  said  Bill  Bolter,  “we’ll  tlirow  fur  drinks 
fur  ther  crowd,  an’  I’ll  bet  yer  ten  dollars  I  beat  your 
throw.” 

“Allee  light,”  answered  Hop,  smiling  in  his  innocent, 
childish  way.  “Puttee  up  your  money,  so  be.” 

He  quickly  produced  ten  dollars  himself  and  laid  it  on 
the  bar. 

The  cowboy  covered  it  and  then  rattled  the  dice  in  the 
box. 

“Thirteen!”  he  cried,  as  he  rolled  the  three  cubes  out 
upon  the  bar.  “If  yer  beat  that  you’re  a  mighty  good  6ne.” 


CHAP’I’ER  VII. 

TIOP  PLAYS  A  OAME  OF  STUD  POKER. 

“  Lat  velly  nicee  lilloo  thlow,”  said  Hop,  as  he  picked  up 
the  dice.  “Me  likee  Ijeatee,  allee  sainee.” 

“Well,  if  yer  do  yer  win  ten  dollars,  an’  I  irent,”  replied 
Bill  Boiler, 

*  '^riiough  no  one  saw  him  do  LI,  Hop  very  cleverly  placed 
three  dice  he  took  from  his  pocket  in  the  cup  and  k(q)t  ilu? 
otliers  in  his  hand. 
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lie  gave  them  a  good  shaking  and  then  rolled  them  out. 

.Much  to  the  surprise  of  the  lookers-on,  two  sixes  and  a 
five  came  up. 

“Seventeen!”  gasped  Bolter.  “You  win,  by  thunder!” 

“  Velly  uicee  lillee  thlow,”  observed  the  Chinaman,  and 
then  he  knocked  over  the  dice  cup  and  sent  the  dice  scat¬ 
tering. 

When  he  picked  them  up  h^  substituted  the  ones  that 
belonged  in  it  for  them. 

He  knew  quite  well  that  Wild  would  not  permit  him  to 
swindle  anybody,  so  that  meant  that  he  would  not  throw 
again. 

Our  hero,  of  course,  knew  that  Hop  carried  trick  dice 
with  him,  and  that  he  was  clever  enough  to  work  them  in 
v/henever  he  felt  like  it. 

The  dice  he  had  just  used  contained  nothing  but  five- 
spots  and  sixes. 

Our  three  friends  knew  it,  but  no  one  else  had  no¬ 
ticed  it. 

If  they  had  thought  to  look  what  was  on  the  sides  of  the 
little  cubes  as  they  lay  on  the  bar  they  would  have  soon 
discovered  that  something  was  wrong. 

“Hop,”  said  Wild,  as  the  Celestial  was  about  to  place 
the  money  in  his  pock(^t,  “I  guess  you  had  better  give  the 
man  his  ten  dollars  back.  You  know  you  did  not  win  it 
square.” 

“Oh,  yes,  he  did!”  spoke  up  the  cowboy.  “Seventeen 
beats  thirteen  all  holler !” 

“I  know  it  does,  but  if  the  dice  happen  to  be  wrong  so 
that  nothing  but  sixes  and  fives  can  possibly  come  up,  a 
fellow  can’t  throw'  less  than  fifteen.” 

“Why,  them  dice  is  all  right,”  and  Bolter  looked  them 
over. 

“I  know'  they  are.  But  the  ones  the  Chinaman  threw 
with  w'ere  not  all  right.  He  is  a  sleight-of-hand  per¬ 
former,  so  you  want  to  look  out  for  him.” 

Hop  handed  him  back  his  money,  w'ithout  making  a 
word  of  protest. 

'I’he  ten  dollars  w'as  received,  but  the  cow'boy  acted  very 
much  as  though  he  thought  he  was  not  entitled  to  it. 

Hop  shook  his  head  sadly  and  took  a  seat  at  a  table. 

“Give  us  a  drink,  landlord,”  said  Bolter.  “I  reckon  I’ll 
treat  anyhow',  w’hether  he  stuck  me  fair  or  not.” 

'I’he  drinks  w'ere  put  out,  much  to  the  pleasure  of  the 
loiterers. 

Wild  now'  called  Charlie  and  Jim  aside  and  whispered  to 
(hem  ; 

**  I  think  it  will  lie  a  good  idea  for  us  to  try  and  find  the 
tiail  of  the  three  Masked  Mexicans,  boys.  What  do  you 
say?  Shall  we  get  our  horses  and  go  out?" 

“I  think  that  would  be  a  good  idea.  Wild,”  Dart  an¬ 
swered  promptly. 

“Sartin!”  exclaimed  the  scout. 

“.Ml  right,  then.  We'll  go  right  away.” 

J’lien  turning  to  those  in  tlie  room,  he  called  out: 

“\r»w  .  gentlemen,  you  have  heard  what  I.said  about  our 
Chinaman  being  a  bail  one  to  gamble  with,  so  1  will  advise 


you  to  not  risk  any  money  with  him,  no  matter  wliat  kind 
of  a  game  he  proposes.  He  has  got  a  sort  of  mama  for 
winning  money,  and  he  will  do  it,  no  matter  what  hap¬ 
pens.” 

“Allee  light,  Misler  Wild,”  Hop  answered,  cheerfully, 
just  as  though  the  remark  was  intended  for  him. 

As  the  three  w'ent  out  the  clever  Celestial  smiled  en¬ 
couragingly  at  Bill  Bolter. 

“Me  allee  samee  velly  muehee  smartee,”  he  observed. 
“Me  beatee  um  empelor  of  China  when  w'e  play  pokee. 
Me  win  allee  samee  ten  million  dollee.” 

“What  did  you  do  with  so  much  money  after  you  won 
it?”  asked  Miguel,  a  twinkle  in  his  eyes. 

“Me  spendee,  allee  samee  likee  goodee  fellee;  havee 
biggee  time,  so  be.” 

“I  reckon  yer  must  have  a  very  big  time,  if  yer  spent 
ten  million  dollars,”  spoke  up  the  proprietor,  with  a  laugh. 
“I’m  mighty  glad  I  ain’t  got  that  much  money,  fur  I  know 
fur  sartin  that  I’d  die  long  afore  I  could  spend  it.” 

“Y"ou  spendee  allee  light  if  you  livee  in  China,”  Hop 
assured  him. 

Then  the  Chinaman  got  up  and  went  to  the  rear  of  the 
shanty  building. 

He  wanted  to  find  out  what  our  hero  and  liis  partners 
were  up  to. 

He  waited  until  he  saw  them  mount  their  horses  and 
ride  off  up  the  gulch  slowly,  and  then  he  came  back  and 
took  his  seat  at  the  table  again. 

“Me  likee  play  um  gamee  dlaw  pokee,”  he  said,  calmly, 
looking  at  Bill  Bolter  in  particular. 

“We  will  play  with  you,”  spoke  up  ]\Iiguel.  “Senor 
Young  Wild  West  advised  us  all  not  to  gamble  with  you, 
but  I  am  not  afraid  to  risk  a  little  of  my  money  with  you, 
and  I  am  sure  my  friends  are  not.” 

“An’  I  ain’t  afraid,  either,”  called  out  the  cowboy.  “If 
I  lose  it  will  be  my  own  fault.  I  kin  play  stud  poker  to  a 
standstill,  an’  I’m  jest  as  good  when  it  comes  ter  draw.” 

“AVe  play  allee  samee  stud  pokee,  len,”  said  Hop,  with 
a  smile.  “No  dlaw  um  cards.” 

“Any  way  at  all,”  remarked  Miguel. 

“Stud  poker  it  is,  then.  Boss,  jest  hand  over  some 
cards.  Got  any  chips,  or  do  Ave  go  it  with  ther  real 
money?” 

“I  don’t  believe  in  chips,’’  was  the  retort.  “Aloney  is 
what  counts,  every  time.” 

“All  right.” 

The  four  men  sat  down  at  the  table. 

The  three  Mexicans  seemed  to  be  in  a  very  good  humor, 
and  it  occurred  to  Hop  that  they  might  be  good  ones  at  : 
the  game. 

But  no  matter  how  good  they  were,  he  meant  to  In'at  ^ 
them.  j 

He  felt  pretty  sure  that  the  (\iwbo\  was  mort'  of  a  j 
bluffer  than  anything  eLe.  and  he  made  up  his  mind  right  ^ 
there  that  he  was  going  to  take  in  one  go^>d  Ivfor^'  ho  J 
quit  the  game.  I 

The  curds  were  brought,  and  when  Mivker  lud  tohij 
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mom  the  e^.>mnli^sioll  he  expected  to  get  from  the  table, 
Hop  picked  up  the  deck  and  began  to  sli utile  it. 

"Stlaight  stud  pokee;  evelyt'iug  couutee,  so  be,”  he  said 
with  a  nod. 

“That  s  it!’’  exclaimed  the  cowboy.  “Don’t  make  no 
mistake  on  it,  either.” 

“Me  no  makee  mistakee;  me  allee  samee  velly  mucliee 
smartee.” 

“Well  see  how  smart  yer  are  afore  we’re  through  with 
yer.  How  about  it  ?”  and  he  grinned  at  the  three  men  he 
had  rode  into  the  camp  with. 

‘‘I  think  so,  senor,”  answered  Miguel,  while  the  others 
smiled. 

Miguel’s  companions  had  very  little  to  say  at  any  time, 
and  it  seemed  as  though  they  were  going  to  be  very  quiet 
during  the  game  of  stud  poker. 

Bolter  won  the  (ieal. 

He  seemed  to  be  much  pleased  about  it,  too,  and  when 
Hop,  who  sat  next  to  him,  cut  the  cards,  he  dealt  them 
around  in  a  masterful  way. 

Hop  picked  up  his  cards  as  fast  as- he  received  them. 

He  found  when  he  got  tlie  last  card  that  he  only  had  a 
pair  of  nines. 

But  that  was  enougli  of  a  hand  to  risk  a  little  on,  unless 
there  was  someone  doing  something  tricky. 

The  first  bet  was  a  dollar. 

When  it  came  to  Hop,  he  raised  it  to  five. 

It  went  around  again  at  that,  and  then  he  lifted  it  five 
more. 

Somehow  he  felt  that  there  was  not  a  hand  against  him 
that  could  beat  liim. 

It  was  the  first  deal  and  he  knew  very  well  that  Bolter 
had  no  chance  to  fix  the  cards. . 

Hop  did  not  care  if  he  lost  a  hundred  or  two  on  the 
first  hand,  anyhow,  as  it  would  only  lead  his  opponents  to 
tliink  that  he  was  a  reckless  player. 

He  kept  jumping  it  up  five  dollars  each  time  he  got  the 
chance,  and  soon  there  was  nearly  two  hundred  dollars  in 
the  pot. 

Then  Miguel  called  his  raise  and  the  rest  followed  suit. 

“Me  got  a  lillee  pair  of  tens,”  said  the  Chinaman,  bland¬ 
ly,  as  he  laid  down  his  hand. 

“Thunder!”  exclaimed  the  cowboy;  “I’ve  got  nines.” 

“And  I  have  sevens,”  .said  ^liguel. 

“.A  pair  of  fours  is  all  1  have,’’  the  man  next  to  him 
remarked,  without  bothering  to  show  them. 

“1  had  ace  high,  but  I  thought  1  would  stay  in,”  said 
tlip  last  man.  “1  have  seen  ace  high  win  more  than  once.” 

Tin*  clever  Chinaman  scooped  in  the^  pot,  winning  it 
v^ithoot  any  cheating  being  done. 

Of  eours#.*  he  was  much  pleased  at  his  success,  for  he 
h-^d  not  fljnired  greatly  on  winning  the  money  that  was  on 
♦  hi-  t»^)ard. 

The  next  hand  Hop  got  three  kings,  but  be  did  not  go 
if)  Ijeary,  for  he  had  an  idea  that  Miguel,  who  was 
the  dealing,  had  fixed  ^the  cards. 


He  was  right,  too,  for  the  Mexican  showed  a  hand  that 
had  three  aces  in  it  when  called. 

Hop  lost  about  forty  dollars  on  the  hand,  but  he  did  not 
care  for  that,  as  he  was  considerable  ahead  of  the  game. 

Bill  Bolter  looked  at  the  Chinaman  and  grinned,  as  one 
of  the  other  Mexicans  started  to  shufile  the  cards. 

“That  was  ther  time  yer  didn’t  win,”  he  said. 

“Me  no  win  evely  timee,”  was  th6  reply;  “me  alle«a 
samee  Melican  man.” 

It  seemed  that  they  were  all  trying  to  get  the  best  oi 
the  “heathen  Chinee,”  for  this  time  Hop  found  himself 
the  possessor  of  a  king  full. 

But  he  was  too  sharp  to  be  caught,  and  he  dropped  out 
right  at  the  start. 

He  thought  it  was  altogether  too  good  a  hand  to  get  on 
a  deal  in  a  five-handed  game,  and  he  was  right,  too,  for 
the  dealer  won  the  pot  on  four  deuces. 

The  next  hand  was  also  won  by  \:he  man  who  dealt,  and 
then  it  came  the  turn  of  Miguel. 

He  was  very  clever  with  the  cards,  as  Hop  noticed. 

d’his  time  the  Celestial  got  a  pair  of  aces,  but  he  did  not 
go  very  strong  on  them  and  Miguel  scooped  in  the  pot  on 
three  treys.  ' 

ft  was  now  Hop’s  turn  to  get  in  his  fine  work. 

He  picked  up  the  cards  and  deftly  run  them  over. 

Then  he  proceeded  to  shufile  them,  and  so  slick  was  he 
that  he  completely  deceived  the  players. 

He  made  a  misdeal  of  it  purposely  before  he  had  dealt 

I 

the  five  cards  to  each,  and  that  gave  him  another  chance. 

This  enabled  him  to  get  the  cards  together  better,  and 
when  he  dealt  again  he  knew  just  what  each  of  the  players 
held. 

Each  man  found  himself  the  possessor  of  a  pair,  from 
aces  to  jacks. 

Hop  got  three  fours. 

The  betting  began,  and  some  very  tall  bluffing  followed. 

Hop  made  out  that  he  hesitated  about  meeting  the  ante 
the  second  time  around,  but  after  a  little  considering  he 
raised  it  ten  dollars. 

It  was  lifted  fifty  by  one  of  the  Mexicans,  who  held  the 
pair  of  aces,  and  Bolter  saw  it  and  raised  it  fifty  more  on 
his  pair  of  jacks. 

Hop  fished  out  his  roll  and  counted  out  what  was  re¬ 
quired  and  then  laid  down  a  luindrcd  dollars  extra. 

“Me  allee  samee  makee  you  pay  to  tindee  outee  whattee 
me  gottee,”  he  said. 

The  next  player  hesitated  and  then  called  liim. 

The  rest  followed  suit  and  then  Hop  showmd  his  tliree 
fours. 

He  had  cleaned  up  about  six  bnndrcd  dollars  and  he 
was  satisfied  to  quit,  if  they  felt  like  it. 

But  they  did  not,  and  ibe  result  was  tbal  in  aiiolber 
half  hour  the  clever  Chinaman  had  ad(l(*d  another  .six 
hundred  dollars  to  his  pile, 

“I  reckon  I’ve  got  enough,”  said  ilic  cowboy,  !is  In*  lost 
on  a  full  hand,  “fi’her  heatlnMi  is  too  lucky  fur  nug  boys.” 

“Well,  wf  were  told  not  to  gamble  with  him,  so  I  .sup- 
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posu  it  is  all  replied  Miguel,  and  he  arose  from  the 

table  in  disguft. 

That  broke  up  the  game. 

Hop  amused  them  after  that  with  some  of  his  card 
tricks,  but  he  could  not  get  anyone  to  bet  with  him. 

They  all  had  enough  of  it,  and  they  were  now  taking 
Young  Wild  West’s  advice. 

When  it  got  near  supper  time  the  Chinaman  left  the 
hotel  and  went  back  to  the  camp. 

He  found  that  Wild  and  his  partners  had  ncft  yet  re¬ 
turned. 

“Me  havee  go  lookee  putty  soon,”  he  said  to  Arietta. 

“Oh,  1  hardly  think  they  have  got  in  any  trouble  with 
the  Masked  Mexicans,  Hop,”  was  the  giiTs  retort.  “But 
if  they  don't  show  up  by  the  time  it  is  dark  I  wiii  begin  to 
think  they  have.” 

“Me  go  findee,  len.” 

Wing  soon  began  making  preparations  for  the  evening 
meal. 

At  length  he  had  it  ready,  but  still  there  were  no  signs 
of  the  return  of  the  young  deadshot  and  his  partners. 

The  girls  now  began  to  think  that  there  really  was  some¬ 
thing  the  matter. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

“where  is  arietta?” 

Wild  and  his  two  partners  were  not  long  in  finding  a 
path  that  led  up  out  of  the  gulch. 

They  did  not  know  whether  the  Masked  Mexicans  had 
gone  that  way  or  not,  but  they  thought  it  worth  while  to 
follow  the  path. 

As  luck  would  have  it,  they  went  right  past  the  place 
where  the  cave  of  the  rascally  trio  was  located. 

Then  a  long  search  followed  in  the  vicinity. 

Sometimes  they  ivere  close  to  the  very  spot  they  were 
anxious  to  find,  but  never  once  did  they  get  in  sight  of 
the  cave. 

They  rode  fully  fifteen  miles  away  from  the  mining 
camp,  and  then  returned  by  another  route. 

By  this  time  the  afternoon  was  pretty  well  gone,  and 
when  they  finally  came  in  sight  of  the  liHle  collection  of 
shanties  it  was  beginning  to  get  dark. 

Then  it  was  that  they  found  themselves  driking  a  little 
luck. 

As  they  were  rounding  a  bend  in  the  gulch  they  sud¬ 
denly  saw  three  horsemen  ride  down  the  hill  and  head 
straight  for  the  mining  camp. 

'riiey  were  not  masked,  so  they  ('Usily  recognized  them 
as  the  iiieii  they  were  sure  were  the  Marked  Mexicans. 

Wild  brouglit  his  hor^e  to  a  halt  and  held  up  liis  hand 
for  silence. 

If  the  rascally  trio  had  looked  back  they  would  surely 
hav**  -^epn  our  friends  wnfchiitg  them. 

But  thiH  they  did  not  do. 


As  .soon  as  they  were  out  of  sight  Wild  nodded  to  his  « 
partners  and  said : 

“Boy.s,  1  guess  we  have  been  making  the  search  too  far 
away  from  home.  The  chances  are  that  the  villains  are 
located  somewhere  right  near  here.  I  know  exactly  where 
they  came  down  the  hill,  so  we  will  ride  there  and  go  up. 
It-  is  quite  likely  that  they  have  some  kind  of  hiding  place 
up  there;  you  can  bet  on  that!” 

“Sartin,”  nodded  the  scout.  “What  would  they  be 
doin’  around  here  if  they  didn't?  Meeker  says  as  how 
they’re  strangers  in  Greaser  Gulch,  an’  yet  there’s  some 
of  ther  miners  as  says  they  have  seen  three  masked  men 
as  long  ago  as  a  couple  of  weeks.  They’ve  got  a  snug  place 
here  somewheres,  yer  kin  bet.” 

“Well,  just  as  soon  as  they  get  out  of  sight  and  hearing 
we’ll  go  up  there.” 

They  waited  about  five  minutes,  and  then  Wild  rode 
boldly  for  the  spot  he  had  seen  the  three  emerge  from  and 
take  the  trail  to  the  mining  camp. 

They  found  a  path,  sure  enough,  but  it  was  pretty  well 
concealed  by  the  rank  undergrowth  that  grew  there. 

If  it  had  been  a  little  darker  it  is  doubtful  if  they 
would  have  discovered  it. 

“Come  on,  boys,”  said  Wild.  “The  horses  will  take  us 
right  to  the  place,  most  likely.  There  is  a  trail  here,  but 
the  bushes  cover  it  pretty  well.” 

They  went  on  up  in  single  file,  our  hero’s  intelligent 
stallion.  Spitfire,  leading  the  way. 

If  they  had  struck  that  particular  path  when  they  first 
came  out  they  would  have  reached  the  cave  of  the  three 
villains  right  away. 

But  it  was  better  late  than  never. 

“They  will  be  wondering  at  the  camp  where  we  are 
staying  so  long,  I  suppose,”  said  Wild,  in  a  low  tone  of 
voice,  as  the  horses  came  down  to  a  walk  of  their  own 
accord.  “It  is  too  bad  that  we  couldn't  find  this  path 
sc  oner.  Then  we  would  have  caught  the  rascals  right 
where  they  were  hiding.” 

“But  it  will  be  just  as  well  to  find  out  where  their  place 
is,  Mild,”  answered  Jim  Dart.  “Then  we  can  come  and 
get  them  any  time  we  see  fit,’’ 

“Well,  that  is  so,  too,  Jim.  I  guess  it  is  all  right,  out¬ 
side  of  the  time  we  have  lost  riding  around.” 

It  was  not  long  before  Spitfire  came  to  a  halt. 

It  was  now  dusk,  and  the  overhanging  limbs  shaded  the 
place  so  much  that  it  was  really  dark  there. 

Wild  dismounted,  for  he  felt  pretty  sure  that  tliere  were 
no  more  than  the  three  Mexicans  they  had  st>en  ride  down 
into  the  gulch. 

And  it  there  did  chance  to  be.  ho  was  pretty  sure  th.il 
he  and  his  partners  could  take  care  of  them. 

W  ild  was  no  sooner  on  the  ground  than  ('harlie  and  Jim 
had  followed  suit. 

Neithef  spoke  a  word,  but  our  hero  left  his  hor»o  stand* 
ing  and  felt  his  way  ahead  in  the  dark. 

J  hree  or  four  steps  ami  he  MU'*  right  at  the  mouth  of 


the  undorgrouud  rotroat  the  ^laski'd  Mexicans  called  the  , 
liold  (.'ave. 

Our  hero  paused  until  his  partners  were  at  his  side. 

Then  he  motioned  them  to  stay  right  where  they  were 


'{'here  are  cobwebs  here  that  ha\e  becJi  I’ornied  since  it  was 
diiin])ed  in  the  niche.” 

“Maybe  ther  galoots  lound  it  here/’  suggested  the 
scout. 


and  boldly  stepped  into  the  cave. 

It  was  dark  as  a  pocket  there,  and,  knowing  that  it  was 
hardly  likely  that  anyone  would  remain  there  without  a 
light,  ho  resolved  to  take  the  risk  of  striking  a  match. 

He  moved  to  the  right  until  he  got  close  against  the 
rooky  wall  of  the  cave  before  he  did  so. 

Then,  with  a  revolver  grasped  in  his  left  hand,  he  struck 
the  match  he  had  pulled  from  his  pocket. 

He  held  it  off  to  his  right,  and  as  the  flickering  flame 
lighted  that  portion  of  the  dark  place  he  got  a  quick  vie^i: 
of  his  surroundings. 

Hearing  nothing  that  indicated  that  there  was  anyone 
there,  he  stepped  forward,  holding  the  match  in  his  hand. 

He  got  to  the  turn  that  showed  the  part  of  the  cave  the 
three  men  used  as  a  habitation  just  as  the  match  gave  a 
■  flicker  and  the  light  expired. 

Then  he  struck  another  and  took  a  good  look. 

There  was  the  table  and  stools,  and  the  bunks  the  Mexi¬ 
cans  slept  upon,  and  everything  was  still. 

“Come  on,  boys,’^  said  Wild.  “I  reckon  we’re  the  only 
ones  here  just  now.” 

Charlie  and  Jim  hurried  to  his  side. 

They  were  now  satisfied  that  he  had  spoken  correctly. 

Wild  lighted  another  match,  and,  seeing  a  lantern  on 
the  table  that  was  ready  to  be  lighted,  he  promptly  lifted 
the  globe  and  touched  the  flame  to  the  wick. 

The  next  moment  they  had  plenty  of  light  to  look 
through  the  cave. 

“Well,  I  guess  we’re  all  right  now,”  said  the  dashing 
young  deadshot,  with  a  ring  of  triumph  in  his  voice.  “We 
have  found  the  hang-out  of  the  Masked  Mexicans;  now 
we  must  find  out  why  it  is  they  go  about  masked.” 

“It  won’t  take  long  ter  do  that  now,”  observed  the 
scout,  with  a  chuckle.  “I  reckon  we  kin  spy  on  ’em  putty 
easy,  now  that  we  know  jest  where  ter  come  ter  do  it.” 

It  was  only  natural  that  they  should  make  a  search  of 
the  cave. 

But  they  did  not  think  of  going  out  through  the  back 
entrance,  where  the  den  of  cougars  was  located. 

For  some  reason  the  beasts  remained  perfectly  silent 
ju.st  then,  so  they  did  not  discover  their  presence. 

But  they  did  find  the  niche  and  the  pile  of  gold  in  it. 

“Creat  gimlets!”  exclaimed  Cheyenne  Charlie;  “I  won¬ 
der  where  ther  galoots  got  that  from?” 

“That  i.«  hard  to  tell,”  answered  our  hero.  “But,  by  the 
wav  the}'  are  acting,  it  would  appear  that  they  did  not 
bv  it  honestly.  However,  it  does  not  belong  to  us,  so 
we  have  no  right  to  touch  it.  We  will  leave  it  just  as  we 
found  it.” 

“'rh<'re  rnuM  eight  or  ten  thou.==and  dollars  worth  in 
that  pile,”  remarked  Jim,  as  he  looked  it  over. 

“All  of  that,  I  sljould  say.” 

“And  the  way  it  hx)ks,  it  has  been  hern  a  good  while. 


“That  jiiiglit  be.  They  may  have  murdered  the  owner, 
for  all  we  know.” 

They  speculated  over  it  for  a  few  minutes  and  then  our 
hero  covered  the  gold  with  the  blanket  he  had  taken  from 
it  and  turned  from  the  spot.  v 

They  went  to  the  rear  entrance  and  looked  out,  but  did 
not  attempt  to  go  through. 

A  couple  of  minutes  later  they  went  out  by  the*way  they 
had  entered,  and  mounting  their  horses,  turned  them  to¬ 
ward  the  gulch. 

They  were  soon  down  into  it  and  riding  toward  the 
lights  that  showed  from  several  of  the  shanties  along  the 
creek. 

If  they  had  taken  a  short  cut  to  their  camp  they  might 
have  met  with  something  that  would  have  set  their  hearts 
beating  lively,  but  they  chose  to  go  on  around  and  ride  up 
to  the  hotel. 

Wild  was  pretty  sure  he  knew  just  where  the  path  was, 
but.  he  did  not  figure  on  there  being  two  or  three  more 
places  that  greatly  resembled  the  beginning  of  the  path. 

Beaching  the  hotel,  they  dismounted  and  went  in. 

A  quick  glance  told  them  that  the  men  they  were  look¬ 
ing  for  were  not  there. 

Wild  walked  over  to  the  end  of  the  bar,  where  Meeker 
was  standing,  and  said  in  a  low  voice : 

“Have  you  seen  anything  of  the  three  galoots  we  have 
set  down  as  the  Masked  Mexicans?” 

“No,”  was  the  reply.  “They  ain’t  showed  up  here  since 
they  went  away  a  little  after  dinner  time.” 

Our  hero  was  not  much  surprised  to  hear  this. 

He  thought  the  villains  would  not  be  fools  enough  to 
come  back  to  the  hotel,  especially  if  one  of  them  bore  the 
marks  of  a  bullet  on  his  ear. 

“Come  on,  boys;  we’ll  go  to  the  camp,”  he  said. 

They  went  over  and  found  only  Anna,  Eloise  and  Wing 
there. 

“Where  is  Arietta?”  Wild  asked,  right  away,  as  it 
flashed  fipon  his  mind  that  something  was  wrong. 

•  “Why,  she  would  go  and  look  for  you,”  answered  Anna. 
“We  tried  to  make  her  wait,  but  she  said  no.  She  went 
out  about  ten  minutes  ago,  and  Hop  left  right  after  her. 
He  said  he  was  going  to  see  that  she  did  not  get  into  any 
trouble.” 

Young  Wild  West  gave  a,  start. 

“Which  way  did  she  go?”  lie  asked. 

“She  took  a  short  cut  that  way,”  was  the  reply,  and 
Anna  pointed  up  the  giilcli,  where  they  had  been  them¬ 
selves  but  a  few  minutes  before. 

Our  licro  looked  around  and  saw  tliat  the  horse  of  his 
sweetheart  was  there, 

“She  went  on  foot,  cdi?”  he  said.  “Well,  I’ll  soon  find 
her,  then.  You  stay  here,  boys.  I  won’t  be  gone  very 


long.  Et  should  not  have  taken  the  risk  of  leaving  the 
camp  after  dark.” 

Leaving  his  horse  for  his  partne-s  to  take  care  of,  the 
dashing  young  deailshot  started  otf  in  the  direction  the 
scout's  wife  had  indicated. 

Wild  did  not  think  that  the  flashed  Me.xicans  could 
have  run  across  Arietta;  yet  the  fact  that  they  had  not 
come  to  the  hotel  seemed  rather  strange. 

It  might  be  that  the  three. villains  had  come  upon  her 
suddenly  and  surprised  her. 

He  pushed  on  his  way  and  soon  passed  through  the  little 
grove  that  lay  between  the  camp  and  the  side  of  the  gulch 
where  the  path  led  up  to  the  hidden  cave. 

Not  a  sign  of  the  girl  or  of  the  Chinaman  did  he  see. 

‘Ht  is  cpieer,”  he  thought,  as  he  came  to  a  pause. 
“Where  could  they  have  gone  to?  ,Why  didn’t  Arietta 
wait,  anyhow?” 

Then  he  called  out  at  the  top  of  his  voice: 

“lley,  Hop!  Where  arc  you?” 

There  was  no  reply. 

f 

lie  knew  very  well  that  if  either  the  Celestial  or  the 
girl  heard  the  call  they  would  answe;*  promptly. 

The  boy  now  became  convinced  that  something  had  hap¬ 
pened  to  his  sweetheart. 

He  could  not  help  laying  her  mysterious  disappearance 
to  the  three  men  he  had  seen  come  down  the  hill  into  the 
gulch,  and  the  fact  that  they  had  not  showed  up  in  the 
mining  camp  made  it  look  all  the  more  that  way. 

Wild  was  always  cool,  no  matter  Ayhat  the  circumstances 
were. 

He  did  not  allow  himself  to  get  nervous  and  excited. 

“The  scoundrels!”  he  muttered.  “If  they  have  caught 
Et  and  carried  her  off  to  their  den  they  will  wish  they 
had  never  seen  Greaser  Gulch.  And  if  they  have  even 
harmed  Hop  they  shall  suffer  for  it.  I  will  go  to  that  cave 
and  find  out  if  they  are  there.” 

HaAODg  come  to  this  decision,  he  started  to  find  the  path 
that  was  concealed  by  the  thick  bushes. 

In  a  very  few  minutes  he  thought  he  had  found  it. 

But  he  had  not.  It  was  a  path  all  right,  but  not  the  one 
that  led  to  the  cave  of  the  IMasked  Mexicans. 

Wild  went  up  the  hill  cautiously  and  soon  he  was  far 
enough  to  be  at  the  mouth  of  the  cave,  he  thought. 

He  searched  around  for  it,  but  could  not  find  it. 

The  boy  was  not  a  little  puzzled. 

And  all  this  while  Arietta  was  in  great  danger,  no 
doubt. 

The  boy  seir'  hed  around  Ih rough  the  darkness,  hut  at 
length  he  was  forced  to  admit  to  himself  that  he  was  lost. 

.\fter  half  an  1  loiir  of  it  he  stopped  in  a  little  glen  and 
lighti'd  n  match. 

'I'he  spot  was  not  familiar  to  him. 

It  was  “JO  dark  there  that  he  (*ould  not  see  the  sky, 
either,  and  that  made  it  almost  impo.ssible  for  him  to  find 
his  wav  to  the  tndcli. 

It  was  «Mnplv  guesswork  now  with  Young  Wild  West,  so 
he  took  a  eourse  that  he  hoped  would  fetch  him  out  all 


right.  And  luckily  for  liim,  it  did,  for  he  soon  found  him¬ 
self  d('s( ending  the  hill,  with  the  lights  of  the  shanties 
before  him. 


CHAPTEH  IX. 

# 

WIIAT  HAPPENED  TO  AfilETTA, 

Arietta  had  got  it  in  her  head  that  something  had  hap¬ 
pened  to  her  dashing  young  lover  and  his  partners. 

The  girl  had  a  wfill  of  her  own,  and  in  spite  of  the  pro¬ 
tests  Anna  and  Eloise  made,  she  decided  to  start  out  and 
look  for  them  when  it  became  dark. 

Her  companions  were  of  tho  opinion  that  the  three 
would  show  up  in  due  time  all  right,  but  Arietta  was 
obdurate. 

“It  is  my  opinion  that  they  have  met  the  Masked  Mexi¬ 
cans,  and  that  something  has  happened  to  them,”  she  said. 
“I  will  go  up  the  guleh  a  little  way,  and  see  if  I  can  find 
any  tidings  of  them.  I  won’t  be  gone  but  a  few  minutes, 
so  don’t  be  alarmed.” 

That  was  all  she  said  before  going. 

The  brave  girl  really  thought  it  w'as  her  duty  to  go,  for 
there  was  no  one  else  to  do  it. 

Hop  had  w^anted  to  go,  but  she  knew  very  well  that  he 
was  a  very  poor  one  to  send  out  haphazard. 

If  he  had  known  just  where  to  go  it  wmuld  have  been 
different,  and  his  cleverness  might  be  of  great  use  in  help¬ 
ing  Wild  and  his  partners  out  in  case  they  really  were  in 
trouble. 

Arietta  had  also  convinced  herself,  by  reasoning,  that 
the  Masked  Mexicans  were  located  somewhere  very  close 
to  the  mining  camp. 

That  only  made  it  more  apparent  that  Wild,  Charlie  and 
Jim  had  run  against  them,  and  had  been  trapped  by  them. 

That  the  three  men  who  w'cnt  about  wuth  masks  on  their 
faces  w^ere  villainous  outlaw's,  there  for  the  purpose  of 
plundering  those  they  could  get  hold  of,  the  girl  was 
firmly  convinced. 

She  could  not  look  at  it  in  any  other  wav. 

*  « 

AVhy  should  men'wdio  were  not  villains  go  about  with 
masks  covering  their  faces? 

Arietta  did  not  go  very  fast  in  crossing  the  rather  wide 
mouth  of  the  gulch. 

Just  as  she  reached  the  clump  of  trees  that  formed  the 
grove  near  tho  stream  she  heard  the  sounds  mad('  by 
approaching  horses. 

She  peered  through  the  darkne.'is  and  quickly  made  out 
the  forms  of  three  liorsemen  coming  that  wav. 

It  was  only  natural  that  sin*  should  think  tliev  wen' 
AVild  and  his  partners,  and  her  fea-s  conrcrniuij  them 
promptly  left  her. 

A  single  glance  told  her  that  they  were  headni-  viraight 
for  the  camp  she  had  left  iuit  two  or  three  minuh>s  l*efur,*. 
and  then  she  felt  certain  that  it  was  W  ild  ivturmug 
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A:>  the  horses  ontorod  the  grove  she  lost  sight  of  them, 
bin  she  kiuAV  they  would  have  to  pass  lier,  so  she  wailed. 

The  next  minute  they  loomed  up  before  her. 

The  horses  were  on  a  jog  trot,  but  she  could  not  see 
them,  or  the  riders,  plain  enough  to  distinguish  them. 

“Wild! '  she  called  out,  suddenly,  as  they  were  within  a 
dozen  feet  of  her. 

Instantly  the  three  horses  were  reined  in. 

Then  Arietta  sprang  fonvard,  expecting  to  be  drawn 
upon  the  back  of  the  gallant -sorrel  and  borne  to  the  camp 
bv  her  dashing  young  lover. 

She  discerned  a  pair  of  outstretched  arms,  and  then  she 
leaped  to  them  and  was  lifted  before  the  rider  upon  the 
back  of  the  horse. 

Then  it  was  that  a  sudden  chill  came  over  the  girl  and 
her  heart  ceased  to  beat  for  the  moment. 

She  had  made  an  awful  mistake. 

It  was  not  Young  Wild  West  who  had  lifted  her  to  the 
back  of  the  horse. 

But  before  the  surprised  girl  could  utter  a  cry  a  heavy 
hand  was  clapped  over  her  mouth. 

An  exclamation  in  the  Spanish  tongue  followed,  and 
then  some  words. 

Then,  in  less  time  than  it  takes  to  record  it.  Arietta  was 
rendered  helpless  by  a  piece  of  rope  being  passed  about 
her  body,  pinning  her  arms. 

Next  a  broad  sash  that  was  quickly  torn  from  one  of  the 
villains  was  tied  about  her  mouth  tightly,  just  giving  her 
a  chance  to  breathe  through  her  nostrils. 

“Come,  boys !”  exclaimed  Juan — for  it  was  certainly  the 
'three  Masked  Mexicans — “we  came  out  to  do  a  little  spy¬ 
ing  on  the  camp  of  Young  Wild  West,  and  one  of  his  fair 
senoritas  has  come  to  meet  us.  I  think  it  is  the  one  I 
wanted,  too.  Oh,  but  this  is  indeed  great !” 

Arietta  did  not  understand  a  great  deal  of  Spanish,  but 
she  knew  about  what  the  villain  was  saying. 

She  struggled  to  free  herself,  of  course,  but  it  was  use¬ 
less,  for  Juan  had  her  foul. 

Back  to  the  path  that  led  through  the  bushes  the  vil¬ 
lains  went,  and  in  a  very  few  minutes  they  were  in  their 


cave. 


They  were  approaching  the  place  to  go  up  the  hill  just 
as  Young  Wild  West  and  his  partners  were  disappearing 
around  the  bend  on  their  way  to  the  hotel. 

Juan  had  caused  a  halt  to  be  made  right  after  they 
reached  the  edge  of  the  grove,  as  he  wanted  to  get  an  idea 
of  what  was  best  to  be  done. 

ft  had  been  his  intention  to  ride  direct  to  the  hotel,  but 
when  he  got  it  in  his  head  that  they  should  ride  up  close 


to  the  camp  of  our  friends  he  felt  that  he  must  do  it. 

The  leader  of  the  Masked  .Mexicans  was  getting  more 
TOf  ]c]f‘am  ovorv  hour,  it  seemed. 

Hrt  they  -wung  ofT  to  the  left  and  rode  around  to  the 


oth^  -)d^’  of  the  camp. 

J*h'"n  they  dismounted  and  Juan  himself  crept  up  close 
fo  ii  and  rriadr-  the  rliseovery  that  Young  Wild  West  and 
}Mh  UU  partners  were  missing. 


By  listening  to  the  conversation  he  soon  found  out  that 
the  girls  were  worried  about  their  absence. 

It  was  not  quite  dark  enough,  or  the  villain  would  have 
swooped  down  upon  them  and  seized  the  girl  right  then 
and  there.  ^ 

He  decided  to  wait  until  a  little  later. 

Then  they  would  ride  up,  just  as  if  they  belonged  there, 
and  before  the  inmates  of  the  camp  could  discover  who 
they  were  the  girl  he  wanted  could  be  seized  and  borne 
away. 

That  was  the  plan  that  the  villain  laid  doivn. 

It  was  a  pretty  good  one,  but  he  did  not  have  to  put  it 
all  into  effect,  for  Arietta  helped  him  out. 

When  the  three  villains  had  gone  back,  and  then  started 
through  the  grove  to  ride  up  to  the  camp  on  their  rascally 
mission  they  were  of  course  much  surprised  to  hear  the 
girl  call  out  to  them. 

Juan  had  acted  quickly  and  had  succeeded  in  accom¬ 
plishing  his  foul  purpose  with  very  little  trouble. 

Once  in  the  cave,  the  three  villains  gave  vent  to  their 
pleasure  by  shaking  each  other’s  hands. 

They  had  donned  their  masks  when  they  set  out  to  make 
the  attempt  to  capture  Arietta,  and  when  the  lantern  on 
the  table  was  lighted  ^he  girl  could  see  them. 

But  she  could  not  talk. 

Emanuel,  who'  had  lighted  the  lantern,  held  fast  to  it  in 
a  puzzled  way,  and  the  girl  noticed  this,  as  well  as  his 
villainous  companions. 

“What  is  the  matter?”  asked  Juan. 

“I  am  sure  that  the  lantern  was  warm,  just  as  if  it  had 
been  lighted  a  very  short  time  ago,”  was  the  reply.  ^ 

“Nonsense.  That  could  not  be.  It  was  lighted  when  it 
got  dark  in  here  before  we  went  out,  but  it  could  not  have 
remained  warm  all  that  time.” 

“Perhaps  it  was  not  out  when  we  left,  and  went  out 
after,”  suggested  Pedro. 

“It  must  be  that  such  was  the  case,”  nodded  Emanuel, 
his  face  lighting  up.  “I  am  positive  that  the  light  had 
not  been  out  many  minutes,  though,  for  when  I  lifted  the 
globe  I  could  feel  the  heat.” 

“It  might  be  that  somebody  has  been  here,”  said  Juan, 
paling  under  his  masj\. 

Then,  while  Pedro  held  the  helpless  girl,  he  picked  up 
the  lantern  and  made  for  the  niche. 

A  sigh  of  relief  escaped  his  lips  when  he  saw  that  the 
gold  was  there. 

“There  has  been  no  one  here,  that’s  sure,”  he  exclaim¬ 
ed.  “Now  to  find  a  nice,  comfortable  place  to  put  the 
young  lady.  Pedro  and  Emamud,  you  can  talk  about  your 
Mexican  beauties  all  you  lik(?,  but  this  Americano  senorita 
is  the  one  for  me.  My,  was  over  a  man  so  lucky  as  I? 
Why,  it  is  more  of  a  pleasure  for  me  to  win  her  tiian  it 
would  be  to  get  all  the  gold  in  (Jrenser  (lulch  in  my  })osscs- 
sion.” 

“You  talk  well,  Juan,”  lhna?iuel  answered,  shaking  his 
head.  “If  it  don’t  bring  I  rouble  on  us,  that  is  tin*  thing.’’ 

“Trouble?  Pshaw!  What  trouble  can  it  bring?  If 


Young  Wiki  \\'e8t  should  como  here  looking  for  the  girl 
the  cougars  will  tear  him  to  pieces!  Trouble?  lla,  ha, 
ha!  Trouble  for  Young  Wild  West,  but  not  for  us.  With 
him  out  of  the  way  we  will  soon  be  able  to  finish  our  busi¬ 
ness  here  in  the  gulch.  1  expect  this  very  night  to  get 
possession  of  a  claim  that  will  pay  us  handsomely.  This 
morning  I  was  talking  to  a  fellow  of  our  own  race  at  the 
hotel,  and  he  told  me  that  he  knew  a  man  who  wanted  to 
sell  out.  1  am  to  meet  him  to-night.  It  was  my  intent  to 
go  to  the  hotel  when  we  started  out,  as  you  know,  but  the 
thought  of  the  lovely  maiden  in  Y'oung  Wild  West’s  party 
drew  me  to  the  camp  they  occupied.  I  caught  her — she 
came  to  my  arms,  in  fact !  And  she  spoke  in  such  an 
endearing  way,  too.  Ha,  ha,  ha !” 

The  conversation  was  carried  on  in  Spanish,  and  it  was 
little  of  it  that  Arietta  could  understand. 

But  when  she  heard  her  young  lover’s  name  mentioned 
two  or  three  times  she  knew  quite  well  that  the  three 
Mexicans  were  his  enemies. 

She  was  of  course  not  a  little  frightened  at  the  predica¬ 
ment  she  was  in,  but  she  had  faith  enough  in  Wild  to  feel 
that  she  would  soon  get  out  of  it. 

Arietta  could  readily  imagine  that  Emanuel  had  found 
that  the  lantern  was  warm  when  he  lighted  it. 

His  actions,  rather  than  his  words,  told  her  that. 

This  gave  her  the  thought  that  it  might  be  that  Wild 
and  his  partners  had  found  the  cave,  and  had  left  it  but  a 
short  time  before. 

The  girl  was  very  good  at  figuring  out  things,  and  she 
was  ready  to  grasp  the  least  bit  of  a  clew  to  base  her  hopes 
upon. 

Thus  far  she  had  been  treated  as  gently  as  she  could  be 
under  such  circumstances. 

The  Masked  Mexicans  had  noH;  hurt  her  any,  and  they 
had  been  rather  careful  when  they  bound  her  and  placed 
the  sash  over  her  mouth. 

“My  pretty  senorita,”  said  Juan,  speaking  in  English 
and  putting  on  a  very  kindly  tone  of  voice,  “I  trust  that 
you  will  forgive  me  for  this  rash  act.  But  I  became  in¬ 
fatuated  with  your  rare  beauty  the  moment  I  saw  you,  and 
the  more  T  thought  of  you  the  more  the  desire  to  wed  you 
became  posscsised  upon  me.  I  am  a  gentleman,  and  not  a 
bold  robber,  as  you  may  think.” 

Arietta’s  blue  eyes  flashed  scornfully. 

But  .die  could  not  speak. 

The  girl  was  now  quite  calm,  for  she  had  become  a  very 
apt  pupil  of  Young  Wild  West  in  that  regard. 

“Pedro,”  said  the  leader,  “just  fit  up  a  nice  corner  over 
there,  where  it  is  dry  and  the  air  is  pure.  Draw  a  blanket 
aeros.s,  so  the  senorita  may  be  secluded  from  this  part  of 
the  cave.  She  must  have  the  best  accommodations  we  can 
give  her  until  I  can  gain  her  consent  to  wed  me.  Then  1 
will  take  her  to  Palla  del  Ahajo  and  the  ceremony  will  be 
performed.” 

The  look  that  the  girl  gave  him  when  he  said  that  was 
#nough  to  almost  wither  him. 


It  should  have  told  him  that  such  a  thing  as  gaining 
her  c-onsent  would  never  be. 

Pedro  hastened  to  do  the  bidding  of  the  villain,  for  he 
really  was  but  a  servant,  after  all,  since  Juan  was  the  son 
of  a  wealthy  old  planter,  and  he  was  nothing  but  an  adven¬ 
turer  who  had  drifted  into  the  friendship  of  the  other 
two  by  the  merest  chance. 

Emanuel  was  about  on  the  same  footing  as  Juan,  but  he 
allowed  Juan  to  act  as  the  leader  in  the  venture  they  had 
put  forth. 

It  is  hardly  likely  that  either  Pedro  or  Emanuel  thought 
a  great  deal  of  the  scheme  of  kidnapping  Arietta,  but  since 
it  had  been  done  they  seemed  ready  to  stand  by  him,  no 
matter  what  happened. 

It  did  not  take  long  to  fit  up  the  corner  as  well  as  it 
could  be  done  with  what  they  had  to  do  it  with,  and  then 
Arietta  was  conducted  to  it. 

“Now,”  said  Juan,  “I  am  going  to  relieve  you  of  the 
gag  we  were  forced  to  use  upon  you.  Whether  it  wdll  stay 
out  of  your  mouth  or  not  depends  upon  how  you  act.  If 
you  scream  it  will  be  put  back  again,  and  if  you  decide  to 
keep  quiet  it  will  not.  It  is  for  you  to  decide,  fair  lady.” 

Another  lantern  had  been  lighted,  and,  placing  it  on 
the  ground,  he  untied  the  sash  that  had  kept  the  girl  from 
crying  out,  or  even  talking. 

All  three  of  the  Mexicans  still  wore  their  masks,  for 
they  seemed  afraid  to  let  the  girl  see  their  faces. 

“I  suppose  you  know  that  you  will  suffer  for  this,  you 
fiend  in  human  form !”  were  the  first  words  to  come  from 
Arietta. 

“Don’t,  don’t!”  cried  the  man,  almost  pleadingly.  “I 
don’t  like  to  hear  such  cruel  words  from  your  pretty  lips.” 

“A^oung  Wild  West  will  be  after  you  before  long,”  went 
on  the  brave  girl.  “Then  you  will  wish  you  had  never 
been  born.  He  will  make  you  understand  what  it  is  to 
die!” 

I 

“I  think  I  will  wait  until  you  have  got  3murself  in  a 
better  humor,”  said  Juan,  letting  the  blanket  drop  and 
stepping  back  to  his  two  companions. 


CHAPTEI?  X. 

HOr  AND  THE  MASKED  MEXICANS. 

It  Avill  now  be  proper  for  us  to  see  what  had  happened 
to  flop  Wall,  whose  disappearance  was  as  strange  to  our 
hero  and  his  friends  as  that  of  Arietta. 

I  he  (  hinaman  left  the  camp  just  about  three  minutes 
later  than  Arietta  did. 

He  started  to  follow  her,  but  at  the  edge  of  the  womh  he 
got  on  the  wrong  path,  and  a  thick  clump  of  undergrowth 
was  hetwemi  him  and  the  spot  where  she  was  when  the 
horsemen  rode  up. 

Tie  heard  the  girl  cry  out  the  name  of  her  lo>Tr,  and 
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then,  when  the  horses  were  brought  to  a  halt,  the  Celestial 
thought  sure  that  \\  ild  and  his  partners  were  coining  back. 

He  ran  around,  so  as  to  get  there  before  they  went  on  to 
the  camp,  and  when  he  suddenly  heard  the  horses  going  in 
an  opposite  direction  he  made  up  his  mind  that  something 
was  \?rong. 

Reaching  the  path,  Hop  ran  after  them  as  fast  as  he 
could. 

He  was  just  in  time  to  catch  sight  of  them  as  they  rode 
across  the  open,  and  in  the  starlight  he  was  able  to  see 
that  one  of  the  steeds  carried  a  double  burden. 

'‘Hip  hi!”  exclaimed  the  Chinkman.  “Someting  allee 
samee  long!  Misler  Wild  no  comee.  Missy  Alietta  allee 
samee  gettee  catchee!  Me  havee  findee  out,  so  be.” 

He  ran  along  in  hot  pursuit,  and  by  good  luck  he  man¬ 
aged  to  see .  just  where  the  three  horsemen  disappeared 
from  view. 

Hop  marked  the  spot  by  a  big  rock  that  loomed  up  just 
before  it,  and  to  the  left. 

Panting  from  his  swift  run,  the  Celestial  reached  the 
spot  and  tumbled  upon  the -hidden  path  almost  the  first 
thing. 

He  could  not  see  it,  of  course,  but  by  pushing  his  way 
along  there  was  no  trouble  to  keep  upon  it,  for  so  thick 
were  the  bushes  on  either  side  that  he  could  not  have  got 
through  them  without  considerable  difficulty. 

He  kept  right  on  until  he  came  to  the  mouth  of  the 
cave,  which  was  more  by  good  luck  than  good  judgment, 
since  there  were  piaces  where  he  might  have  turned 
from  the  path  when  qi^ite  near  to  the  end  of  it. 

Hop  did  not  know  he  had  reached  anything  like  a  cave 
until  he  was  fairly  inside  it,  so  dark  was  it  there. 

Then  he  suddenly  caught  the  glimmer  of  a  light,  and 
heard  the  sound  of  voices. 

The  Chinaman  became  very  cautious  in  an  instant. 

Dropping  softly  to  the  ground,  he  crept  slowly  toward 
the  light. 

He  had  no  weapon  in  his  hand,  for  he  figured  that  it 
would  be  better  to  be  caught  without  one  than  with  it,  as 
he  would  then  have  a  chance  to  fool  his  captors  by  his 
clever,  innocent  way. 

But  Hop  did  not  mean  to  get  caught  if  he  could  help  it. 

He  was  going  to  get  the  best  of  the  three  men  and  get 
Arietta  away  from  them  if  he  possibly  could. 

He  was  not  going  to  make  the  attempt  until  he  satisfied 
himself  that  there  was  a  good  chance  to  do  it,  however. 

If  he  thought  there  would  be  too  much  risk  about  it  he 
would  simply  go  back  to  the  camp  and  find  out  if  Wild  and 

h\»  partners  had  returned  yet. 

If  they  had  he  would  fetch  them  to  the  cave  as  soon  as 
fe'i*<iihle. 

“Me  rnakee  allee  samee  putty  quickee  gitfee  way,”  he 
thought,  ri-  he  moved  forward.  “Me  cvttee  Missy  Alietta 
Vn  me  allee  samef?  big  bang  and  blowee  um 

bad  man*  over,  l>e/^ 
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capable  of  making  a  noise  like  a  small  cannon,  and  laughed 
under  his  breath. 

In  another  minute  he  came  in  full  view  of  the  interior 
of  the  part  of  the  cave  the  Masked  Mexicans  used  for  their 
quarters. 

He  saw  them  standing  in  the  light  that  came  from  the 
lantern  one  of  them  had  lighted  but  a  short  time  before, 
and  when  he  heard  them  talking  he  pricked  up  his  ears. 

But  it  was  the  same  as  Greek  to  him,  and  he  only  shook 
his  head. 

Hop  then  got  himself  in  a  comfortable  position,  and  sat 
down  and  watched. 

When  Arietta  had  been  placed  in  the  quarters  that  had 
been  fitted  up  for  her  Hop  nodded  in  a  pleased  way. 

He  now  knew  just  where  to  go  to  place  his  hands  on  the 
helpless  girl,  in  case  he  made  the  attempt  to  rescue  her 
without  the  assistance  of  anyone. 

A  few  minutes  later,  when  he  heard  Juan  talking  to  her, 
and  the  voice  of  Arietta  sounded  upon  his  ears,  he  was 
more  pleased  than  ever,  because  he  now  knew  that  she  was 
in  the  proper  condition  to  help  herself,  providing  she  got 
half  a  show. 

Hop  was  not  long  in  making  up  his  mind  what  to  do. 

Pulling  out  the  big  cracker  he  had  in  his  pocket,  he 
broke  the  end  off  the  fuse,  and  then  he  struck  a  sulphur 
match. 

The  draught  of  air  that  was  going  through  the  cave 
put  out  the  match,  and  when  Hop  stepped  back  a  little, 
so  he  could  get  out  of  the  draught,  Pedro  raised  his  head 
and  gave  a  sniff. 

The  Mexican  had  got  a  whiff  of  the  odor  from  the 
match. 

The  villain  started  for  the  spot  where  the  odor  came 
from  right  away,  without  saying  a  word  to  his  companions. 

Hop  was  unconscious  of  this,  of  course. 

As  he  struck  the  second  match  Pedro  was  within  six 
feet  of  him. 

Just  as  he  was  about  to  apply  the  flame  to  the  fuse  of 
the  cracker  the  Mexican  leaped  upon  him  and  caugiit  him 
about  the  neck. 

“Hip  hi!”  cried  Hop,  in  surprise,  and  then  he  let  both 
the  lighted  match  and  the  cracker  fall  from  his  liands. 

“I  have  caught  a  Chinaman,  Juan,”  said  Pedro,  as  lie 
struggled  to  hold  his  captive.  “Hurry  u])  and  help  me.” 

Juan  and  Emanuel  were  at  his  side  in  a  hurry. 

Then  the  three  dragged  the  struggling  Chinaman  back 
into  the  light. 

“Whattee  mattee?”  asked  Hop,  affecting  great  inno¬ 
cence.  “Where  um  Melican  girl,  so  be?” 

“Ha!”  exclaimed  Juan,  putting  on  a  fierce  manner;  “so 
you  followed  the  American  giil,  did  you?” 

“Lat  light,”  answered  Hop,  boldly.  “Me  allee  samee 
velly  miichee  smartec;  me  findee  out  where  um  Masked 
Mexicans  be,  so  be.” 

“You  are  very  clever,  it  seems.  But  you  know,  wo  don’t 
like  Chinamen  mucH.” 

“Me  allee  sumee  ifoodcc  Chinee.” 


Tf  _ 
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“Oh!  So  you  are  good,  as  well  as  smart,  eh?  Well, 
youTe  a  wonder,  1  imagine.  I’ll  have  a  little  talk  to  you 
later.^ 

Hop  was  still  holding  the  cracker  in  liis  hand. 

Suddenly  Juan  saw  it. 

“What  is  that?”  he  demanded. 

“Makee  allee  samee  blow  uppee.  Me  showee!” 

“I  think  you  will  not  show  us  here,”  spoke  up  one  of 
the  others.  “I’ll  jest  take  that  thing.  It  may  come  in 
mighty  handy,  providing  somebody  else  comes  after  us. 
We  could  light  it  and  throw  it  at  them.” 

“Lat  allee  samee  velly  tlue,”  Hop  answered,  smiling 
blandly. 

I 

Juan  looked  at  the  cracker. 

He  had  seen  such  tilings  before,  and  of  course  knew  the 
nature  of  them. 

“  So  you  meant  to  light  that  and  throw  it  in  here  ?”  he 
said,  questioningly. 

“Yes,”  retorted  Hop,  .telling  the  truth. 

“And  then  you  would  have  tried  to  get  the  girl  away 
from  us,  I  suppose?” 

“Y'es,  me  tly  gittee  Missy  Alietta  go  back  to  um  camp.” 

“Well,  you  shall  die  for  this.  The  life  of  a  Chinaman  is 
not  worth  much,  anyway.” 

“Um  life  of  um  Chinee  allee  samee  worth  muchee  as  um 
gleaser,”  Hop  answered,  coolly. 

“Good!”  cried  Arietta,  from  behind  tlie  curtain  in  tlie 
corner.  “You  know  what  you  arc  talking  about,  llo]).” 

“Ha,  ha,  ha!”  laughed  Juan,  and  then  his  two  compan¬ 
ions  laughed  also,  probably  just  because  he  did. 

“Velly  funny,”  observed  Hop,  who  had  adopted  peculiar 
tactics. 

He  sat  down  on  one  of  the  stools  and  leaned  his  elbow 
on  the  table. 

Th^n  he  took  three  dice  from  his  pocket  and  carelessly 
rolled  them  on  the  .table. 

The  Masked  ^Mexicans  looked  at  him  in  a  way  that  show¬ 
ed  both  surprise  and  curiosity. 

“You  no  lettee  um  IVIeliean  girl  go?”  asked  the  ('hina- 
man,  after  a  short  interval,  during  which  he  kept  rolling 
out  the  dice  and  picking  them  up. 

“No!”  retorted  Juan,  speaking  almost  fiercely,  to  show 
how  much  he  meant  it. 

“You  killee  me?” 

“Yes!’’ 

The  answer  was  more  fierce  than  before. 

“Me  chiickee  dicee  to  see  whether  um  do  or  not!” 

As  Hop  said  this  the  three  villains  looked  at  each  other. 

They  were  standing  with  revolvers  in  their  hands,  so  it 
would  be  impossible  for  the  Celestial  to  get  away  if  he 
started  to  run,  without  being  shot. 

They  had  been  expecting  tliat  he  would  make  such  an 
attempt. 

Ilnf  to  hear  him  propose  to  throw  dice  to  see  whether  he 
wa^  to  live  or  die  was  somethinir  entirely  nnexjiected. 

“^nii  (uc  a  fool”'  hi'<ed  Juan,  after  he  had  recovered 
frorti  hi  urpri><'. 


“Me  no  foolee;  me  allee  samee  velly  smartee  Cliinee,” 
was  the  reply.  “  You  say  you  wantee  keepee  Missy  Aliet¬ 
ta;  and  you  wantee  killee  me.  Me  wantee  chuckee  um  dicee 
to  see  if  you  do.  You  win  and  you  keepee  um  girl  and 
killee  me;  me  win,  len  me  and  Missy  Alietta  walkee  out 
and  go  ’boutee  um  business,  so  be.” 

“That  is  a  great  proposition,”  said  Emanuel,  turning  to 
the  leader.  “You  wouldn’t  expect  a  common  Chinaman 
would  make  such.  Ho  you  think  he  really  means  it, 
Juan?” 

“Of  course  he  does.  He  is  smart  enough  to  know  that 
he  has  got  to  die,  anyhow,  and  he  wants  to  get  the  chance 
to  live.  But  I  don’t  propose  to  make  a  gambling  game  out 
of  this.  My  pets  w’ill  be  good  and  hungry  in  the  morning, 
and  the  Chinaman  shall  feed  them.  That  will  be  the  best 

X 

way  to  dispose  of  him,  I  guess.” 

Emanuel  and  Pedro  looked  at  each  other  and  shrugged 
their  shoulders. 

It  was  evident  that  they  did  not  approve  of  sucli  treat¬ 
ment  for  the  prisoner. 

Hop  was  watching  them,  and  he  knew  tliat  wliat  the 
leader  had  proposed  to  do  with  him  must  he  sometliing 
pretty  bad. 

He  knew  that  when  he  spoke  of  his  pets  he  must  refer  to 
something  in  the  line  of  beasts  or  reptiles. 

He  w'anted  to  find  out,  so  lie  looked  at  Juan  and  asked  : 

“Makee  mo  feedee  um  pets?” 

“Y^es,”  was  the  reply. 

“Whattee  kind  of  pets?” 

“Inons.’.’ 

“Me  likee  feedee  lions,  so  be.” 

“Well,  these  are  regular  cougars — the  kind  that  we  have 
in  the  wilds  of  Mexico.  Tliey  would  no  doubt  be  pleased 
to  have  you  feed  them.  They  will  like  the  flesh  of  a  China¬ 
man  quite  as  well  as  that  of  a  deer  or  bear,  perhaps.’’ 

Hop  shook  his  head. 

“Ley  no  likee  eatee  Chinee,”  he  declared,  just  as  though 
he  was  sure  of  it.  “No  eatee  me;  me  no  likee.” 

Again  Juan  laughed. 

It  was  doubtful  if  he  meant  what  he  said;  but  there  was 
one  tiling  about  it,  and  that  was  that  he  did  not  propose 
to  allow  the  (Jiinaman  to  go  free. 

“i\Ie  likee  chuckee  um  dicee  to  see  if  me  and  um  ^leli- 
can  girl  go  dee,”  said  the  clever  Chinaman,  after  a  pause. 

He  was  pretty  well  satisfied  now  that  the  men  were  not 
had  enough  to  kill  him  in  eold  blood,  even  if  they  did  mean 
to  keep  Arietta. 

But  it  was  doubtful  if  they  would  take  her  away  when 
they  found  out  that  she  could  not  be  imluced  to  give  her 
consent  to  marry  Juan. 

Hop  was  just  as  confident  as  anything  that  Wild  .and  hi-! 
partners  would  come  along  l)efore  many  hours. 

He  knew  them  so  well  that  he  thought  they  omld  not 
possibly  miss  coming. 

Anyhow,  the  Mexicans  Inad  told  him  that  he  was  to  Iv 
kept  there  till  morning,  and  that  meant  that  he  was 
prnctienlly. 
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Xcitlu'r  of  ilu‘  \  illain>  luul  paid  auv  aUoiuion  lo  his  siig- 


that  ilu‘v  tlirow  the  ilieo,  so  he  began  rolling  them 
out  again,  all  by  himself. 

Pretty  soon  he  took  a  couple  of  pieces  of  money  from  his 
pocket  and  hiid  them  on  tke  table. 

He  placed  his  right  hand  on*  one  piece  and  the  left  on 
^  the  other,  and  then  shoved  them  together. 

"Me  havee  lillee  game,”  he  said,  as  though  talking  to 
.  himself,  and  then  he  threw,  first  with  one  hand  and  then 
the  other. 

The  hand  that  won  pulled  the  money  in,  and  then  more 
was  put  up. 

Pedro  got  very  much  interested  as  the  queer  game  con- 
\  tinned. 

‘H  play  with  you,”  he  said,  suddenly. 

'  This  was  what  Hop  was  striving  for. 

“Allee  light,”  he  said.  ‘^^Me  chuckee  um  dicee  for  fivee 
dollee  with  you,  so  be.” 

“I  will  try  you,”  was  the  smiling  reply.  ' 

'  “I  will  come  in  the  game,  too,”  said  Emanuel. 

“And  I  will  watch  and  see  that  the  Chinaman  does  not 
cheat,  or  try  to  get  away,”  spoke  up  Juan. 

Then  the  dice  game  began. 


CHAPTEE  XI. 

l-  ALL  BUT  ESCAPE. 

r  The  game  became  so  interesting  after  a  while  that  Juan 
-  felt  forced  to  go  in  it  himself.  ^ 

He  did  so,  and  then  the  stakes  became  larger. 

^  Hop  was  playing  a  game  to  win  money,  and  to  gain 
p  time,  too. 

He  had  his  crooked  dice  handy,  and  every  now  and  then 
1  he  would  use  them  and  win  a  pot. 

But  he  played  with  the  straight  dice  the  most  of  the 
time,  since  he  found  he  was  holding  his  own  pretty  well. 

The  Masked  Mexicans  seemed  to  have  plenty  of  money, 
and  they  lost  it  gradually,  like  dead-game  sports. 

For  an  hour  the  game  continued. 

Hop  now  figured  that  he  was  a  thousand  dollars  ahead 
of  the  game. 

^  But  he  was  willing  to  keep  on  playing  until  something 
turned  up  that  would  help  him  to  get  Arietta  away  from 
the  villains. 

The  girl  was  secured  in  the  corner  of  the  big  cave,  and 
-'^it  wa“  irnprs^sible  for  her  to  get  out. 

now  had  the  gamf;  down  to  a  system. 

^  He  plavcd  to  win  every  third  pot,  unles.«  the  regular  dice 
were  in  hi-  favor  between  times. 

Ho  rleyer  v.a-  he  that  the  three  Mexicans  never  once 
»u*f>4y'ted  there  v,ii^  anything  wrong  going  on. 

The  friore  he  he-t  the  more  .liiari  wanted  to  raise  the 

tak<fi>, 

FifiAliv  he  cot  un  t/>  fifty  dollar-  a  throw. 


Pedro  demurred  at  this. 

"1  like  a  game  of  ten  dollars,”  he  said.  “Jt  will  last 
longer,  if  one  has  a  run  of  bad  luck.” 

“We  thlow  for  um  ten  dollee,  so  be,”  remarked  Hop, 
“and  me  bettee  Juan  bundled  dollee  on  um  outsidee.” 

He  had  heard  them  call  each  other  by  name  long  enough 
to  get  them  down  fine. 

“That  will  be  a  good  way  to  do  it,”  Pedro  answered. 
“Are  3'ou  willing  to  do  it,  Juan?” 

“Certainly,”  was  the  reply.  “The  Chinaman  is  the  win¬ 
ner  so  far,  and  I  \vant  a  chance  to  either  lose  more  or  get 
my  money  back.  I  will  bet  him  a  hundred  dollars  each 
time  we  throw.  Let  the  game  go  on  at  ten  dollars  a  corner, 
and  I  am  in  on  that,  too.  Each  time  I  win  now  I  wdll 
win  a  hundred  and  thirtv  dollars.” 

“And  evely  timee  you  losee  you  losee  um  bundled  and 
ten  dollee,”  added  Hop,  smiling  blandly. 

“Yes,  you  have  got  that  right,  Mr.  Chinaman.” 

“Me  namee  Hop.” 

“Oh,  all  right,  then.  I’ll  call  you  Hop  after  this.” 

“Me  velly  goodee  Chinee.” 

“You  seem  to  be.” 

“y^u  no  killee.” 

“Go  on  and  play  the  game.  I  am  interested  now,  and  I 
want  to  play.  It  relieves  my  mind  from  the  Avorriment 
about  the  beautiful  American  girl.” 

“Missy  Alietta  velly  nicee  girl,  so  be.  She  likee  Young 
Wild  West  velly  muchee.” 

“She  will  learn  to  like  me  better,  I  think.” 

“Maybe,  so  be.” 

The  money  was  up  now,  and  Pedro  led  in  the  throw¬ 
ing. 

t 

Hop  wanted  to  \vin  the  first  time  that  the  side  bet  was  in 
operation,  so  he  got  the  three  trick  dice  out  and  held  them 
in  his  hand. 

Pedro  rolled  out  fourteen,  which  was  a  pretty  good 
throw. 

'“I  guess  T  won’t  win  the  pot,  but  I’ll  go  for  the  side  bet 
noAv,”  said  Juan,  Avho  came  next. 

Thenihe  rolled  out  fifteen. 

“Whew!”  he  wliistled.  “That  is  better  than  T 
thought.” 

“Lat  velly  nicee  lillee  thlow,”  observed  the  Celestial, 
smiling  sweetly.  , 

Then  Emanuel  took  his  turn  and  threw  only  ten. 

It  was  now  Hop’s  turn. 

“Here  um  go  fur  um  velly  big  thlow,  so  be!”  he  exclaim¬ 
ed,  and  then  he  cleverly  rolled  out  the  dice  that  liad  only 
sixes  and  fives  on  them. 

He  could  not  possibly  get  any  less  than  tirieeii,  so  that 
would  tie  Jiiai). 

Bui  he  got  more,  ff)r  a.  six  and  I  wo  fives  came  up, 

“Me  witinf'c;!”  he  exehiiuied.  “Lai  hcalec  um  fifIcHm,” 

“Caramba!”  cried  Juan.  “'Phe  Chitiaman  has  the  dice 
bewitched.” 

Hofj  Kcoop<-d  in  all  the  money  in  sighl. 
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“.Me  veil)'  lucky,  so  be,”  lie  smilingly  said,  as  lie  picked 
up  the  dice  and  changed  them. 

“Well,  1  will  make  it  two  hundred  dollars  this  time,  un¬ 
less  you  are  afraid  to.” 

“Me  no  aflaid.” 

Hop  did  not  use  the  trick  this  time,  but  he  threw  eleven 
with  the  regular  ones. 

Plmanuel  won  the  money  in  the  pot,  and  as  Juan  did  not 
get  as  much  as  eleven.  Hop  won  the  two  hundred  dollars. 

“Four  hundred  this  time!”  said  the  leader  of  the  Masked 
Mexicans,  becoming  desperate. 

“Me  no  care  if  um  makee  fivee  bundled,”  retorted  the 
Celestial. 

“Five  it  is,  then,”  and  the  money  was  counted  out  and 
laid  down. 

It  was  quickly  covered,  for  Hop  had  plenty  of  money, 
besides  that  which  he  had  won. 

He  let  Juan  win  this  time,  just  to  bait  him  on. 

But  there  is  no  use  in  describing  the  gambling  game. 

Suffice  it  to  say  that  it  was  kept  up  until  the  early 
morning  hours,  and  when  it  stopped  Hop  was  a  winner  by 
two  thousand  dollars. 

All  this  time  Arietta  had  been  listening  and  hoping 
for  something  to  turn  up  in  her  favor. 

She  knew  that  Hop  would  do  all  he  could  for  her,  but  as 
he  was  so  wrapped  up  in  the  dice  game  he  would  hardly 
do  anything  as  long  as  it  continued. 

When  it  was  over  she  prepared  herself  for  something 
to  happen. 

‘The  girFs  hands  were  tied  securely,  and  strive  as  she 
might,  she  could  not  get  them  from  behind  her. 

If  she  had  had  the  use  of  her  hands  she  would  not  have 
hesitated  to  step  out  and  open  fire  on  her  captors,  for  she 
had  a  revolver  in  the  bosom  of  her  dress  that  the  villains 
had  failed  to  find  when  they  made  her  a  prisoner. 

Arietta  had  the  courage  and  the  skill  to  put  up  a  fight 
against  the  three  masked  villains. 

But  with  her  hands  tied  she  was  helpless. 

The  time  hung  very  heavily  upon  her. 

When  the  game  was  over  Juan  looked  at  his  compan¬ 
ions  and  said : 

“The  Chinaman  has  won  considerable  of  our  money,  but 
we  are  not  thieves,  so  he  shall  keep  it  as  long  as  he  lives.” 

“Ves,  if  he  don’t  spend  it,”  retorted  Fedro, 

“But  if  he  feeds  the  cougars  in  the  morning  he  may  not 
live.” 

“lie  has  done  nothing  that  he  should  die,  Juan.” 

Fedro  spoke  his  thoughts  and  looked  at  his  leader  stead- 

iiy- 

“Well,  he  must  be  tierl,  so  he  cannot  escape,  anyway. 
Flea*<e  do  that.  Emanuel  will  help  you.” 

Hop  looked  around  for  some  avenue  to  escape,  but  they 
wore  too  quick  for  him. 

He  was  seiml  and  bound,  and  when  .\rietta  heard  and 
under^-trjod  what  was  taking  place  her  heart  sank  again. 

She  mi»st  now  depend  on  her  dashing  young  lover,  and 


she  knew  il  was  very  doubtful  if  he  could  find  where  the 
cave  was  in  the  darkness  of  the  night. 

If  he  could  he  would  have  been  there  long  before  this 
time. 

Hop  wqs  forced  to  lie  down  between  Emanuel  and  Pedro, 
the  bunks  being  shifted  to  suit  the  purpose. 

Then  Juan  walked  over  to  the  curtained  corner  and  call¬ 
ed  out,  politely: 

“Good-night,  my  fair  Americano!  Console  yourself  to 
the  fact  that  you  are  to  go  with  me  to  Mexico  and  become 
my  bride.  I  will  be  a  very  rich  man  in  a  few  weeks,  and 
then  you  will  live  the  life  of  a  titled  lady.” 

“You  will  never  live  long  enough  for  that,”  was  the 
defiant  retort.  “Young  Wild  M'est  will  shoot  you  before 
that.  I  will  give  you  just  about  four  more  hours  to  live. 
It  will  be  daylight  by  that  time,  and  a  little  after.  You 
will  then  find  out  that  you  have  made  a  big  mistake  in  kid¬ 
napping  me.” 

“We  shall  see,  my  pretty  one.'  If  Young  Wild  West 
finds  this  place  he  will  be  torn  to  pieces  by  hungry  cou¬ 
gars.  I  have  a  den  of  them  right  at  hand,  and  one  pull  at 
a  rope  will  set  them  free  on  any  intruder  that  may  come. 
You  had  better  give  up  all  thoughts  of  l^oung  Wild  West, 
Senorita  Arietta.” 

“There  are  not  enough  cougars  in  these  mountain  to 
scare  Young  Wild  West,”  Arietta  retorted,  though  she  did 
feel  more  uneasy  when  he  made  the  threat.  “There  are 
not  enough  scoundrels  like  you  to  harm  him,  either.  He 
will  wipe  you  all  out,  once  he  gets  face  to  face  with  you. 
Y^ou  ought  to  know  that,  for  how  ready  you  were  to  quit 
when  he  faced  you  in  front  of  the  hotel!” 

“Ah!  Y"ou  know  me,  I  see.” 

“Yes,  I  know  you.  When  I  once  hear  a  person  speak  I 
always  remember  the  voice.  Your  mask  amounts  to  noth¬ 
ing.  I  know  you,  and  I  despise  you  as  I  do  a  snake!*  You 
are  a  heartless  scoundrel,  and  you  deserve  a  sudden  death, 
which  you  will  get!” 

“I  am  not  a  scoundrel,  nor  am  I  heartiest.  Senorita 
Arietta.  I  have  never  stolen  a  dollar  in  my  life,  and  I 
have  never  committed  a  crime  of  any  kind.  That  I  am  not 
without  a  heart  is  jiroved  by  my  love  for  you.  If  I  do  bad 
now  it  will  be  because  of  you.  Hearken  to  what  I  say!  If 
T  turn  loose  my  cougars  upon  Young  AVild  AAYst  and  his 
])artncrs  it  will  be  because  I  love  you,  and  want  you  to  be¬ 
come  my  honorable  wife.” 

“You  bad  better  think  about  your  funeral,  instead  of 
getting  married.” 

The  brave  girl  was  wonderfully  cool,  and  as  she  peered 
through  a  hole  in  tlie  blanket  and  watched  the  man's  lips 
move  at  her  thrusts  she  made  up  her  mind  that  she  was 
more  than  holding  her  own  in  the  war  of  words, 

“Good  night !“ 

Juan  said  no  more,  but  turning  on  his  hetd,  he  went  over 
to  bis  sleeju’ng  quarters  and  turned  in. 

That  the  Alasked  Mexicans  thought  they  |vrf<Hdlv 
safe  from  disturbance  was  evident,  for  (hey  did  not  offer 
to  keep  the  least  bit  of  a  watch. 
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And  it  seemed  that  tliev  were  safe,  too,  for  the  uiglit 
wore  on.  and  all  was  still  without. 

Hop  slept  along  with  them,  for  he  had  resigned  himself 
to  wait  until  morning  before  he  did  anything. 

When  daylight  first  began  to  show  in  the  cave  the  China¬ 
man  opened  his  eyes. 

He  had  slept  very  well  for  two  short  hours,  and  he  now 
got  ready  for  what  was  to  come. 

“Me  likee  gittee  up,”  he  said,  giving  Pedro  a  nudge. 

The  man  only  gave  a  grunt  and  turned  over  on  his  side. 

Then  he  tried  it  on  Emanuel,  who  refused  to  be  aroused. 

‘‘Me  no  likee  lis,”  Hop  muttered,  and  tlien  he  sat  up¬ 
right. 

Seeing  the  hilt  of  a  knife  protruding  from  the  sheath 
that  was  attached  to  Pedro’s  belt,  he  became  possessed  of  a 
sudden  idea. 

The  next  minute  he  ^vas  up  and  leaning  over  it. 

His  mouth  opened,  and  his  teeth  came  to  on  the  knife 
handle.  - 

Then  he  carefully  drew  it  forth  and  started  for  the  cur¬ 
tained  corner  of  the  cave. 

Once  there  he  whispered: 

“Missy  Alietta!” 

“All  right.  Hop,”  came  the  reply  in  a  low  tone  of  voice. 

The  girl  was  awake,  as  he  supposed  she  would  be. 

The  curtain  was  partly  raised  and  Arietta  looked  out. 

She  saw  the  Chinaman,  with  the  knife  in  his  mouth,  and 
then  her  gaze  was  directed  to  the  part  where  the  three, vil¬ 
lains  were  lying  asleep. 

“Me  wantee  cuttee  you  allee  same  loosee.” 

She  quickly  turned  around,  so  her  bonds  could  be  reach¬ 
ed  by  the  blade  of  the  knife.  ^ 

Hop  got  the  edge  against  the  rope  and  proceeded  to  saw 
upon  it. 

In  less  than  half  a  minute  the  bonds  parted,  and  Arietta 
was  free. 

Her  hands  and  arms  were  numb  from  being  tied  so  long, 
but  she  quickly  threw  off  the  feeling  and  seized  the  knife. 

Two  strokes  from  it  and  Hop  was  free. 

But  just  then  Juan  awoke. 

He  sat  bolt  upright,  and  saw  the  two  prisoners  standing 
before  the  curtain. 

“Pedro!  Emanuel!  Get  up— quick!”  he  shouted,  and 
then  he  leaped  over  to  the  Chinaman  and  x\rietta. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

CONCLUSION. 

Young  Wild  West  was  not  long  in  getting  to  the  camp, 
once  be  found  his  way  to  the  gulch. 

He  found  t  harlie  and  Jim  not  a  little  worried  over  his 

iWnce. 

Tbev  their  heads  wh«*n  they  saw  him  come  in 

aione. 

Thy,  SM  well  Anna  and  Eloise,  ba^l  expected  to  see 
him  hav»  An''tU  and  Hop  with  him  when  he  came  back. 
. _ “i 
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ers  to  tind  Arietta,”  he  said,  shaking  his  head.  “That  the 
Masked  Mexicans  have  caught  byth  Arietta  and  Hop  1  feel 
sure.  But  it  is  a  regular  puzzle  to  search  about  above  the 
gulch  in  the  dark.  Perhaps  some  of  the  men  here  wdll 
know  where  the  different  paths  lead  to.” 

Wing  was  thoughtful  enough  to  fetch  the  boy  a  cup  of 
hot  coffee. 

He  drank  it  and  it  made  him  feel  better. 

Leaving  Jim  in  charge  of  the  camp,  he  took  Charlie 
with  him  to  the  hotel. 

There  he  called  Meeker  aside,  and  told  him  just  how 
things  stood. 

The  hotelkeeper  was  much  surprised. 

“What!”  he  exclaimed.  “Ther  Masked  Mexicans  has 
stole  one  of  the  gals?  By  thunder!  This  are  too  much. 
Ther  boys  must  git  out  after  ’em  right  away.” 

He  began  shouting  it  out,  in  spite  of  Wild’s  request  for 
him  to  go  it  easy,  and  in  a  few  minutes  everybody  in  the 
hotel  knew  what  had  happened. 

And  there  was  not  a  man  of  them  who  was  not  ready  to 
give  all  the  assistance  he  could. 

Miguel  and  his  two  friends  were  very  earnest  in  their 
desire  to  catch  the  villains  who  had  caused  them  to  be 
placed  under  suspicion,  and  they  were  among  the  first  to 
mount  their  horses  and  start  out. 

Then  a  search  which  lasted  nearly  the  whole  night  be¬ 
gan. 

But  by  something  that  w'as  really  wonderful  the  spot 
where  the  cave  of  the  Masked  Mexicans  was  located  w'as  not 
discovered,  though  the  men  must  have  been  very  close  to  it 
several  times. 

Wild  was  not  disheartened  when  the  search  was  given  up 
near  morning. 

He  felt  pretty  sure  that  he  could  find  the  path  he  had 
seen  the  thrge  men  come  down  from  at  dusk  the  night  be¬ 
fore. 

As  soon  as  it  was  daylight  he  was  in  the  gulch,  looking 
for  the  place. 

Charlie  and  Jim  were  with  him,  of  course. 

They  were  not  very  long  in  finding  what  they  thought 
might  be  the  right  path,  and  then  they  started  up  it. 

The  sun  was  not  yet  up  when  they  came  to  the  cave. 

A  feeling  of  exultation  came  over  Young  Wild  West, 
as  he  dropped  from  the  back  of  his  horse  and  started  for 
the  opening. 

It  was  at  that  moment  that  Juan  called  out  for  his  two 
companions  to  get  up. 

Wild  stepped  forward,  without  making  much  noise. 

The  next  moment  he  saw  Arietta  and  Hop  standing  in  a 
corner  of  the  cave,  and  Juan  facing  tliem  with  a  drawn  re¬ 
volver. 

“Here  I  am,  Et!”  cried  tlie  young  deadshol,  and  then  he 
leaped  forward. 

Whack! 

He  knocked  the  revolver  from  the  liand  of  Jnnn,  who 
had  donned  his  mask  before  springing  to  his  feet,  and 
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This  was  not  just  the  thing  for  her  to  do  at  that  mo¬ 
ment,  for  it  gave  the  other  two  Mexicans  a  chance  to  get  at 
her  lover. 

They  were  coming  for  him  with  drawn  revolvers,  their 
faces  covered  by  the  masks,  the  same  as  their  leader. 

Wild  saw  that  his  chance  of  getting  out  the  way  he  had 
come  in  was  cut  off,  so  he  called  out  loudly  for  Charlie  and 
Jim  to  come,  and  then,  seizing  hold  of  his  sweetheart, 
made  for  the  other  outlet  of  the  cave. 

He  got  through  the  opening,  and  x\rietta  came  after 
him, 

Juan,  enraged  at  seeing  the  girl  being  torn  from  him, 
followed. 

^‘Whoopee!”  rang  out  from  the  other  side  of  the  cave. 

It  was  Cheyenne  Charlie’s  familiar  call,  and  becoming 
frightened,  Emanuel  and  Pedro  bolted  out  through  the 
opening. 

Juan  made  a  desperate  leap  and  seized  hold  of  Arietta. 

Out  came  the  other  villains. 

Wild  was  right  in  front  of  them. 

He  became  their  objective  point  at  once. 

The  young  deadshot  bounded  behind  a  rock. 

Crack! 

Pedro  fired  a  shot  in  the  air.  ' 

Emanuel  noticed  that  he  was  entangled  in  the  rope  that 
was  attached  to  the  slab  in  front  of  the  den  of  wild  beasts. 

“Let  them  out,  Pedro!”  he  shouted. 

Arietta,  struggling  in  the  arms  of  Juan,  uttered  a 
scream. 

The  scream  had  scarcely  left  the  lips  of  Arietta  when 
Wild  appeared  on  the  scene. 

At  that  very  instant  the  Masked  Mexicans  let  the  cou¬ 
gars  out  of  the  cave. 

Crack — crack — crack ! 

^  Wild  started  in  coolly  to  clean  them  up. 

The  foremost  rolled  over  in  the  agonies  of  death,  the 
second  followed  suit,  and  the  third  reared  up  with  a  bul¬ 
let  in  its  foreleg. 

Crack ! 

The  fourth  and  last  fell  dead  without  a  quiver. 

Crack! 

Then  the  wounded  one  gave  up  the  ghost,  just  as  it  was 
springing  upon  the  young  deadshot. 

Wild  had  done  his  work  quickly  and  well. 

He  now  turned  his  attention  to  Arietta. 

She  had  broken  loose  from  Juan’s  clutch,  ai,id  he  was 
bounding  after  her  with  an  uplifted  knife. 

“Caramba!”  he  cried  fiercely.  “If  I  cannot  have  you 
alive  T  will  have  you  dead!” 

Crack! 

The  leader  of  the  Alasked  ^fexicnns  stopped  still,  and 
then  throwing  up  liis  arms,  quivered  for  the  small  part  of 
a  second,  and  sank  to  the  ground. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  had  settled  liis  career  by  a  well-direct¬ 
ed  bullet.  Pedro  and  Emanuel  promptly  surrendered 
when  .Tim  appeared  on  the  scene. 
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than  that  they  had  assisted  their  leader  to  carry  off  tlie 

girl- 

“I  reckon  we’ll  let  the  people  at  Greaser  Gulch  settle  on 
your  fate,”  said  Wild,  who  was  once  more  clasping  his 
sweetheart  in  his  strong  arms. 

“Oh,  Wild,”  cried  the  girl,  joyously.  “1  knew  you 
would  kill  all  the  cougars  they  could  turn  loose  upon  you. 
Why,  1  watched  every  shot  you  fired  without  getting  fright¬ 
ened.  When  I  saw  you  drop  the  first  one  1  knew  you  were 
all  right.  Didn’t  they  go  down,  though!” 

“Yes,  Et,  but  it  took  five  shots  to  do  the  business,”  was 
the  reply.  / 

They  soon  got  to  the  mining^  camp,  and  when  it  be¬ 
came  known  that  the  girl  and  Chinaman  had  been  found, 
and  that  the  Masked  Mexicans  were  responsible  for  their 
disappearance,  there  were  cries  for  lynching  the  two  cap¬ 
tives.  ^ 

But  Wild  had  a  way  about  him  that  was  effective,  not  to  •, 
say  persuasive. 

“I  guess  we  had  better  let  them  go,  boys,”  our  hero 
said.  “The  only  real  crime  they  committed  was  in  kidnap¬ 
ping  my  sweetheart.  But  I  have  got  her  now,  so  we  are 
satisfied.” 

“Give  ’em  twenty  minutes  ter  start  fur  ther  Mexican 
Line!”  shouted  Meeker,  the  hotel-keeper. 

^  This  was  decided  upon,  after  an  argument. 

The  two  men  mounted  their  horses,  ready  to  be  given  the 
word. 

Then  Pedro  called  our  hero  and  whispered : 

“There  is  gold  in  the  cave.  It  was  found  there  by  us. 
Take  it.  Young  Wild  West!  It  is  yours,  to  pay  you  for 
sparing  our  lives.” 

Away  went  the  two  Mexicans  as  though  their  lives  de¬ 
pended  upon  it. 

That  was  the  last  ever  seen  of  them  in  Greaser  Gulch. 

A'oung  Wild  West  remained  there  two  or  three  days 
after  that,  and  seeing  that  Miguel  and  his  two  men  were 
getting  hold  of  the  best  claims,  they  decided  to  leave. 

When  they  went  away  they  took  with  them  the  gold  that 
had  been  hidden  in  the  cave  by  some  person  unknown  to 
anyone. 

The  visit  to  Greaser  Gulch  had  panned  out  pretty  good, 
after  all,  even  if  Arietta  did  have  an  exciting  time  of  it 
with  the  Masked  Mexicans. 

THE  END. 

Read  “YOUNG  WILD  WEST  AND  THE  CAVALRY  ! 
KING;  or,  THE  RACE  WITH  A  RIVAL  RIDER.*' 
which  will  bo  the  next  number  (245)  of  “Wild  West 
Weekly.” 
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WORK  AND  WIN. 

'Th.e  Best  Bublislied. 

READ  ONE  AND  YOU  WILE  READ  THEM  ALL. 


LATEST  ISSUES: 

S65  Fred  Feaniot  and  tbe  Fiddlers’  Convention;  or,  The  Music  that 
I’uuied  tbe  Musicians. 

Sd6  Fred  Fearnot's  Wall  Street  Game;  or.  Beating  the  Brokers. 

367  Fred  Fearnot  and  tbe  Wild  Mustang;  or  A  Chase  of  Thirty 
Days. 

S6S  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Boasting  Cowboy ;  or.  Teaching  a  Brag¬ 
gart  a  Lesson. 

369  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  School  Boy ;  or.  The  Brightest  Lad  in  New 

York. 

370  Fred  Fearnot’s  Game  Teamster ;  or,  A  Hot  Time  on  the  Plains 

371  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Renegade ;  or,  The  Man  Who  Defied  Bullets. 

372  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Poor  Boy  ;  or,  The  Dime  that  Made  a  For¬ 

tune. 

373  Fred  Fearnot’s  Treasure  Hunt !  or,  After  the  Aztec’s  Gold. 

374  Fred  Fearnot  aad  the  Cowboy  King ;  or,  Evelyn  and  the  “Bad” 

Men. 

37^ Fred  Fearnot  and  “Roaring  Bill”;  or.  The  Wickedest  Boy  in  the 
^  West. 

376  Fred  ‘Fearnot  and  the  Boy  Prospector ;  or.  The  Secret  Band  of 

Indian  Gulch. 

377  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Banker’s  Boy ;  or.  The  Lad  Who  Cornered 

the  Market. 

378  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Boy  of  Grit ;  or.  Forcing  His  Way  to  the 

Top. 

379  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Diamond  Queen ;  or.  Helping  the  Treasury 

Department. 

.380  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  White  Masks ;  or.  Chasing  the  Chicago 
V"  Stranglers.  ' 

381  Fred  Fearnot  at  Sandy-Licks ;  or,  Taming  a  “Bad”  Man. 

382  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Drunkard’s  Son ;  or,  A  Hot  Fight  Against 

Rum. 

383  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Snake-Charmer ;  or.  Out  With  the  Circus 

Fakirs. 

384  Fred  Fearnot’s  Pony  Express :  or,  A  Rough  Ride  in  Texas. 

385  Fred  Fearnot  Held  Back  ;  or,  The  Time  Terry  Failed  Him. 

386  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Tough  Trio ;  or,  Keeping  the  Peace  at  Gold 

Bar. 

387  Fred  Fearnot  and  “Nobody’s  Boy”  ;  or.  Helping  Aiong  an  Orphan. 

388  Fred  Fearnot’s  Promise ;  or.  Helping  a  Drunkard’s  Boy. 

389  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Hunted  Man ;  or.  Solving  a  Queer  Mystery. 

390  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Girl  of  Gold ;  or.  The  Female  “Wizard”  of 

Wall  Street. 

391  Fred  Fearnot  and  Uncle  Josh  ;  or.  Saving  the  Old  Homestead. 

392  Fred  Fearnot  and  “Long  Luke” ;  or.  The  Toughest  Man  in  Texas. 

393  Fred  Fearnot  on  the  Diamond ;  or.  Playing  Pennant  Ball. 

39  4  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Silver  Syndicate;  or.  Beating  the  Wall  Street 
Sharks. 

395  Fred  Fearnot’s  Conquering  Stroke ;  or.  Winning  the  Silver  Sculls. 

396  Fred  Fearnot’s  Summer  Camp ;  or.  Hunting  in  the  North  W’oods. 

397  Fred  Fearnot’s  Baseball  Boys ;  or.  Playing  in  the  League. 

398  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  “Wharf  Rats”  ;  or.  Solving  a  North  River 

Mystery. 

399  Fred  Fearnot  and  His  No-Hit  Game;  or.  Striking  out  the  Champions. 

400  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Boot-Black;  or.  Giving  a  Poor  Boy  His  Rights. 

401  Fred  Fearnot’s  Puzzling  Curves ;  or.  Fooling  the  League  Bats¬ 

men. 

402  Fred  Fearnot’s  Triple  Play ;  or.  How  He  and  Terry  Won  the 

Game. 

403  Fred  Fearnot  and  “Ned,  The  Newsy” ;  or.  The  Sharpest  Boy  in 

New  York. 

404  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Farmer’s  Boy ;  or,  A  Greenhorn  from  the 

Country. 

405  Fred  Fearnot  and"  the  W’hlte  Moose :  or.  Out  on  a  Strange  Hunt. 

406  Fred  Fearnot’s  Swim  for  Life ;  or.  How  He  Fooled  His  Foes. 


407  Fred  Fearnot  and  tbe  Grafters;  or.  Trailing  tbe  East  Side 

Crooks. 

408  Fred  Feai'not  and  the  Bell-Boy ;  or.  The  Great  Hotel  Robbery. 

409  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Council  of  Ten ;  or.  The  Plot  Against  His 

Life. 

410  Fred  Fearnot’s  Football  Boys ;  or.  Winning  on  the  Gridiron. 

411  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Broker’s  Game ;  or.  Downing  a  Wall  Street 

Gang. 

412  Fred  Fearnot  and  Wild  Will ;  or,  Reforming  a  Bad  Boy. 

413  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Range  Robbers;  or,  Seeing  Justice  Done. 

414  Fred  Fearnot’s  Drop  Kick ;  or.  Playing,  Great  Football. 

415  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Temperance  Boy ;  or.  Driving  Out  the 

Home  Wreckers. 

416  Fred  Fearnot’s  Deal  In  Diamonds ;  or.  The  Strange  Man  from 

Africa. 

417  Fred  Fearnot  and  Dead-Shot  Dick ;  or.  Beating  the  Western 

Champion. 

418  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Mill  Girl ;  or.  The  Factory  Gang  of  Fair- 

dale. 

419  Fred  Fearnot’s  New  Ice-Boat ;  or.  Beating  the  Best  of  Them. 

420  Fred  Fearnot’s  Christmas  Day ;  or.  How  He  and  Terry  Had 

Some  Fun. 

421  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Boy  Who  Tried ;  or.  Bound  to  Rise  in  the 

World. 

422  Fred  Fearnot’s  Temperance  Talk ;  or.  Pleading  for  a  Good  Cause. 

423  Fred  Fearnot  and  Lawyer  Lee  ;  or,  Helping  a  Poor  Widow’s  Case. 

424  Fred  Fearnot’s  Snow-Shoe  Trip  ;  or,  A  Tough  Time  in  the  Rockies. 

425  Fred  Fearnot  and  Old  Mason ;  or.  The  Sharpest  Fox  in  Wall 

Street. 

426  Fred  Fearnot  at  Ranch  X ;  or.  Giving  the  Cowboys  Points. 

427  Fred  Fearnot’s  Search  for  Evelyn  ;  or.  How  She  Got  Lost. 

428  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Village  Boss ;  or.  Dealing  With  a  Hard 

Man. 

429  Fred  Fearnot’s  Streak  of  Luck  ;  or.  The  Gold  Gang  of  Gilt  Edge. 

430  Fred  Fearnot’s  False  Friend  ;  or.  Almost  Brought  to  Ruin. 

431  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Kentucky  Girl ;  or,  Down  in  the  Blue  Grass 

Country. 

432  Fred  Fearnot  and  “Lucky  Lew” ;  or.  The  Man  Who  Could  Not 

Lose. 

433  Fred  Fearnot  and  “Nervy  Ned”  ;  or.  The  Pluckiest  Boy  In  Wall 

Street. 

434  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  “Yellow  Queen” ;  or,  The  Mysterious  Sign 

of  the  Seven. 

435  Fred  Fearnot’s  Range  Riders ;  or,  Hunting  Down  the  Outlaws. 

436  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Lumber-Jacks;  or,  A  Wild  Time  In  the 

Woods. 

437  Fred  Fearnot  and  “Happy  Harry” ;  or.  The  Boy  Who  Always 

Won. 

438  Fred  Fearnot  in  Fortune  City ;  or.  The  Greatest  Chance  in  the 

World. 

439  Fred  Fearnot  and  “Pittsburgh  Pete” ;  or.  Lively  Times  In  the 

Oil  Country. 

440  Fred  Fearnot’s  Stern  Chase ;  or.  After  the  Mexican  Raiders. 

441  Fred  Fearnot’s  Opening  Game ;  or,  Out  to  Win  the  Pennant. 

442  Fred  Fearnot’s  Only  Assist ;  or.  Making  Team  Work  Win. 

.443  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Swifton  Sports ;  or.  Playing  Ball  for  a  Big 

Stake. 

444  Fred  Fearnot  at  Second  Base ;  or.  Winning  Out  In  the  Ninth. 

445  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Challenge ;  or.  Calling  Down  the  Roasters, 

446  Fred  Fearnot’s  Loyal  Rooters ;  or.  Following  up  the  Game. 

447  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Boy  Wonders ;  or,  The  Y’ouugest  Nine  In 

the  League. 

448  Fred  Fearnot’s  Double  Header ;  or.  Playing  It  Out  to  Win. 
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EaA  book  consists  of  sixty-four  pages,  printed  on  good  paper,  in  clear  type  and  neatly  bound  in  an  attractive,  illustrated  ooT«f. 
Most  of  the  books  are  also  profusely  illustrated,  and  all  of  the  subjects  treated  upon  are  explained  in  such  a  simple  manner  that  ay 
child  can  thoroughly  understand  them.  Look  over  the  list  as  classified  and  see  if  you  want  to  know  anything  about  the  subje(% 
mentioned.  _ 
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MESMERISM. 

No.  81.  HOW  TO  MESMERIZE.— Containing  the  most  ap¬ 
proved  methods  of  mesmerism ;  also  how  to  cure  all  kinds  of 
diseases  by  animal  magnetism,  or,  magnetic  healing.  By  Prof.  Leo 
Hugo  Koch,  A.  C.  S.,  author  of  “How  to  Hypnotize,”  etc. 

'  PALMISTRY. 

No.  82.  HOW  TO  DO  PALMISTRY.— Containing  the  most  ap¬ 
proved  methods  of  reading  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with 
a  full  explanation  of  their  meaning.  Also  explaining  phrenology, 
and  the  key  for  telling  character  by  the  bumps  on  the  head.  By 
Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.  O.  S.  Fully  illustrated. 

HYPNOTISM. 

No.  83.  HOW  TO  HYPNOTIZE.— Containing  valuable  and  in¬ 
structive  information  regarding  the  science  of  hypnotism.  Also 
explaining  the  most  approved  methods  which  are  employed  by  the 
leading  hypnotists  of  the  world.  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.C.S. 

SPORTING. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The  most  complete 
hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  contains  full  in¬ 
structions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishUg, 
together  with  descriptions  of  game  and  fish. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW.  SAIL  AND  BUILD  A  BOAT.— Fully 
illustrated.  Every  boy  should  know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  boat. 
Full  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.— 
A  complete  treatise  on  the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horees  for  the  road ;  also  valuable  recipes  for 
diseases  peculiar  to  the  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES.— A  handy 
book  for  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
and  the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them.  Fully  illustrated. 
By  0.  Stansfield  Hicks. 

FORTUNE  TELLING. 

No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND  DREAM  BOOK.— 
Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny ;  also  the  true  mean¬ 
ing  of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies, 
and  curious  games  of  cards.  A  complete  book. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— Everybody  dreams, 
*rom  the  little  child  to  the  aged  man  and  woman.  This  little  book 
gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky 
and  unlucky  days,  and  “Napoleon’s  Oraculum,”  the  book  of  fate. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES.- Everyone  is  desirous  of 
knowing  what  his  future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or 
misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little 
book.  Buy  one  and  be  convinced.  Tell  your  own  fortune.  Tell 
the  fortune  of  your  friends. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY  THE  HAND.— 
Containing  rules  for  telling  fortunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand, 
or  the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of  telling  future  events 
by  aid  of  moles,  marks,  scars,  etc.  Illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ATHLETIC. 

No.  G.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE.— Giving  full  in- 
•truction  for  the  use  of  dumb  bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars, 
horizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing  a  good, 
healthy  muscle ;  containing  over  sixty  illustrations.  Every  boy  can 
become  strong  and  healthy  by  following  the  instructions  contained 
in  this  little  book. 

No.  10.  HOW  TO  BOX, — The  art  of  self-defense  made  easy. 
Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  differ¬ 
ent  positions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy  should  obtain  one  of 
these  useful  and  instructive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  instructor. 

No.  25.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST.— Containing  full 
Instructions  for  all  kinds  of  gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises. 
Embracing  thirty-five  illustrations.  By  Professor  W.  Macdonald. 
A  handy  and  useful  book. 

No.  .34.  HOW  TO  FENCE. — Containing  full  instruction  for 
f*»ncing  and  the  use  of  the  broadsword;  also  instruction  in  archery. 
Described  with  twenty-one  practical  illustrations,  giving  the  best 
positions  ic  (enring.  A  complete  book. 

TRICKS  WITH  CARDS. 

No,  .51.  now  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Containing 
txplanationa  of  the  general  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable 
to  --ard  fri-^ks;  of  canl  tricks  with  ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring 
•leight-of  hand :  of  tricks  involving  sleiglit-nf-hand,  or  the  use  of 
prepared  card#.  By  Professor  Ilaffner.  Illustrated. 


No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Em- 
bracing  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  il¬ 
lustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— 
Containing  deceptive  Card  Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurors 
and  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement.  Fully  illustrated. 

MAGIC. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.— The  great  book  of  magic  ^nd 
card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  tricks 
of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  by 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book, 
as  it  will  both  amuse  and  instruct. 

No.  22,  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— Heller’s  second  sight 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how 
the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the  magician  and  the 
boy  on  the  stage ;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  only  , 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN.— Containing  the  | 
grandest  assortment  of  magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  over 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemicals. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  HAND.— Containing  over 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  contain¬ 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing  full 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS.— Showing 
many  cuHous  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  A. 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  75.  HO\Y  TO  BECOxME  A  CONJUROR.  —  Containing 
tricks  with  Dominos,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART.— Containing  a  com¬ 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Hand, 
together  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A,  Anderson 
Illustrated. 


ivie:c;hanical. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR.— Every  boy 
snould  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  them 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optics, 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  published. 

.  HOW  YO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER. — Containing  full 

instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  en-j 
gineer ;  njso  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive ;  together 
with  ^  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  5<.  nOU  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS.— Full 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither.  .Ylolian  Harp.  Xylo¬ 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments;  together  with  a  brief  de¬ 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  in  ancient  or 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  FiugeraliL 
for  twenty  years  bandmaster  of  the  Roval  Bengal  Marines 

No.  59  HOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN.— ci>ntaining 
a  description  of  the  lantern,  together  with  its  historv  and  invention. 
Also  full  directions  for  its  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsomely 
illustratG<l.  By  John  Allen. 

No.  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS.-Containing 
wmplete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 


LETTER  WRITING. 

m  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS— A  most  com- 

plete  little  book,  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-letters, 
ana  Whpn  to  thnin  1.^4* _ «  *• 


and  when  to  use  them,  giving  specimen  letters  for  voung  and  old 
— MRITE  letters  to  LADIES — Giving 


complete  instructions  for  writing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  subjects; 
also  letters  of  intPixhiction,  notes  and  requests 

No.  24.  IT<)W  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTI.FMEN.- 
^ntaining  full  dirj'ctions  for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subWttrt 
al.so  giving  sample  letters  for  instruction  ' 

No.  ,5.3,  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  - A  wonderful  bttH 
book,  telling  you  Imw  to  write  to  your  eweetheart  vour 
tether,  si.stcr  bnvther,  employer;  and.  in  fact.  rTerrS^G  Ind 
body  you  wish  to  wriT  to.  Every  voung  man  nn  t 
lady  in  the  land  sbould  have  this  i'ook*.  '  .  ' 

»  V  WRITE  LETTERS  COURE<T'I.Y 

taming  full  mstructiona  for  writing  letters  on  alwnvst  ny^y 
also  rules  for  punctuatiou  and  couii'osiUou,  with  st'fciasa 


V  ^  the  stage. 

Kt  hVk  ***rTV^  HOYS  OF  NFW  YORK  END  MEN'S  JOKE 

a  great  vanety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  bv  the 

s  m,rfcK,k^“ 

r  stump  speaker.— 

C'^ia-  -  g  a  \aned  assortmeut  of  slump  speeches,  Negro  Dutch 

*  and  Ir;^  Also  end  men's  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse 
mont  and  amateur  shows.  uome  amuse- 

kNn  JOk?  0^..^’*="'  5^ork  minstrel  geidb 

,  ^ ^  HOOK.  Something  new  and  very  instmotivo  TCT’a.*.- 

boy  should  obtain  this  l^k,  as  it  contains  full  instnmtions  for  or- 
'  gar.ismg  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe.  uanuouuns  lor  or 

•  i?' ^  LDOON  H  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  orieinal 

joke  ^ks  ever  publi^shed,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor  It 
wntains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc  of 
r“  thf  great  w.t,  humorist,  and  practical  joker  of 

■  X?u“-'a 

No.  79  ripW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR—Containing  com- 

ccaOfed  coTer  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 


housekeeping. 

*  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
fun  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
or  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
#  She^d*  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub- 

,  No.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats 
iish,  game,  and  oysters;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
’  wokV'  ^  Srand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 

keep  house. — It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. ' 


No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKEIt.—Containing  foaf^ 
teeu  Illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  becom6 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  from 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry  arranged  ip  the  most 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

Giving  rules  for  conducting  de» 
Oates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  belt 
sourcea  fo’^  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 


ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOM’  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ‘ 
together  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries 
etc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
wils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  wo»ked  by  electricity. 
By  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fiillv  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  eleftrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 


,,,  SOCIETY.  ^ 

arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  trt 
®  the  various  methods  of 

Lins^f fun^i\-,r  Window.and  hat  flirtation,  it  con- 

tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  is 

witlfout'one^^  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happy 

"TO  DAN^  Is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsome 
httie  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruc- 

etiquette  in  the  ball-room  and  at  parties, 
dances  ^  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 

^9W  TO  MAKE  LOV^'E. — A  complete  guide  to  love, 
courtship  and  mamage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette 

Sally  known  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen- 

TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  the 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  the 
selections  of  c^ors,  maten^,  ^d  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

K  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  the 

brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
temale.  Ihe  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  book 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 


ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.— By  Harrv 
» Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
this  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi¬ 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

No.  20.  HO\V  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
very  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
money  than  any  book  published. 

S’o.  33.  H(I\V  TO  PLAY  (}.•V^lES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
fc--.,k,  containing  the  rrles  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
ba<^kgaramon.  croqn  t.  d  minoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  O  OLVE  CONUNDRUMS.— Containing  all 
the  ;  ading  ronundnims  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
and  witty  sayings. 

No.  .32.  HOW  J'O  PLAY  CARDS.— ~A  complete  and  handy  little 

'ik,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
Ca-ino.  Forty  F'ive,  Rounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 
A  .  ':on  Pif'h.  All  Fours  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

No,  tjo,  HOW  TO  1)0  I’UZZIiES. — Containing  over  three  hun- 
dr*-*!  in  ere  ting  puzzles  and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A 
complete  bCiOk.  Fully  illiistratefi.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT ;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE.— It 
I*  a  rr^-af  ltf<-  oecr^t.  and  on ,  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 

1  u'-',  *.  Th‘'r**'s  happiness  in  it. 

Vo  now  TO  BEHAVE. — Containing  the  rules  and  etiquette 
-  '  t  '-'I  ".e»v  and  *he  easlejit  and  most  approved  methods  of  apf 

f  -g  to  ?'<.<]  dvantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church,  and 
.  •.he  drawing- rt/'jrn, 

DECLAMATION. 

.Vo  27.  flow  TO  RF/;n  E  AND  P.Ot>K  OF  RECITATIONS. 
:.g  *'  '  '  -  lymular  JM-Ie'^  tions  in  u;  e,  <:orrjprisiug  Dutch 

d  :i?  -  Ifuokee  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 

*l(h  OiMUM  T'l.'hrg 


^  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS. — Handsomely  illustrated  and 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  the 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

T?  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  AND 

RABBllS.-— A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  hints 
ori  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birds. 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harrington 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A 
valuable  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PUTS.— Giving  com¬ 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets ;  also  giving  full 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eight 
Illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  iff- 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry ;  also  ex¬ 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  and  di¬ 
rections  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons.  This 
book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HO^y  TO  MAKE  CANDY. — A  complete  hand-book  for 
making  all  ki  >ls  of  candy,  ice-cream,  syrup:;,  essences,  etc„  etc. 

No.  M.  -HOW  TO  become  AN  AUTI^OR.— Containing  full 
information  regarding  choice  of  subjects,  the  use  of  words  and  the 
manner  of  preparing  and  submitting  manuscript.  Also  containing 
valuable  information  as  to  the  neatness,  legibility  and  general  com¬ 
position  of  manuscript,  essential  to  a  successful  author.  By  Prince 
Hiland. 

•  No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOIME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  won¬ 
derful  book,  containing  usef  jl  and  practical  information  in  the 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  every 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  com¬ 
plaints. 

No.  55.  now.  TO  collect  STAMPS  AND  COINS.— Con¬ 
taining  valuable  information  regard  ng  t’.e  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustral  d. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  DETEfJTIVE.— Bv  Old  King  Brady, 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  be  lays  down  some  valuable 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventures 
and  experiences  of  '.rell-known  detectives. 

No.  (;0.  HOW  TO  BECf)ME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.- Contain¬ 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it; 
.also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  other 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De  W. 
Abney. 

No.  62.  now  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY 


CADE'I’. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance, 
course  of  Study,  Examinations,  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post 

/■I _ _ _ 1  Tfc_V*  _  t  A*  .  _.j  __  j  1  It  •  ^  ^ 


Ciuard,  Police  Kegnlations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  should 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarons,  author 
of  “How  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  IK)W  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET.— Complete  in¬ 
structions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annniiolis  Naval 
Academy.  Al.'^o  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  description 
of  grounds  and  biiiblings,  historical  skolcli.  and  everything  a  lioy 
Khonld  know  to  hecorno  an  oflicer  in  the  United  Stales  Navy.  Com¬ 
piled  and  wrili'^n  by  Ln  Senarens,  author  o£  “How  to  Become* 
West  I'oirit  Military  Cadet.” 
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PRICE  10  CENTS  EACH,  OR  3  lOR  25  CENTS. 
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A  Weekly  Magazine  containing  Stories  of  the  American  RevolHtiou.y 

By  HARRY  MOORE.  b 

These  stories  are  based  on  actual  facts  and  give  a  faithful  account  of  the  exciting  adventures  of  a  brave  band  of  Amer-^ 
ican  youths  who  were  always  ready  and  willing  to  imperil  their  lives  for  the  sake  of  helping  along  the  gallant  cause  of* 
Independence.  Every  number  will  consist  of  32  large  pages  of  reading  matter,  bound  in  a  beautiful  colored  cover. 


LATEST  ISSUES: 


261  The  Liberty  Boys  at  New  London ;  or,  The  Fort  Griswold  Mas¬ 

sacre. 

262  The  Liberty  Boys  and  Thom^ij  Jefferson ;  or,  How  They  Saved  the 

Governor. 

263  The  Liberty  Boys  Banished ;  or,  Sent  Away  by  General  Howe. 

264  The  Liberty  Boys  at  the  State  Line ;  or.  Desperate  Doings  on  the 

Dan  Klver. 

265  The  Liberty  Boys’  Terrible  Trip ;  or,  On  Time  in  Spite  of  Every¬ 

thing. 

266  The  Liberty  Boys’  Setback ;  or,  Beset  by  Redcoats,  Redskins,  and 

Tories. 


267  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  Swede ;  or,  The  Scandinavian  Recruit. 

268  The  Liberty  Boys’  “Best  Licks’’ ;  or.  Working  Hard  to  Win. 

269  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Rocky  Mount :  or.  Helping  General  Sumter. 

270  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  Regulators ;  or,  Running  the  Royalists 

to  Cover. 

271  The  Liberty  Boys  after  Fenton ;  or.  The  Tory  Desperado. 

272  The  Liberty  Boys  and  Captain  Falls ;  or.  The  Battle  of  Ram- 

sour’s  Mills. 

273  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Brier  Creek  ;  or.  Chasing  the  Enemy. 

274  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the  Mysterious  Frenchman ;  or.  The  Secret 

Messenger  of  King  Louis. 

275  The  Liberty  Boys  after  the  “Pine  Robbers’’ ;  or.  The  Monmouth 

County  Marauders. 

276  The  Liberty  Boys  and  General  Pickens;  or.  Chastising  the  Chero- 

kees. 

277  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Blackstock’s ;  or.  The  Battle  of  TygeV  River. 

278  The  Liberty  Boys  and  the' “Busy  Bees’’;  or.  Lively  Work  all 

Round. 

279  The  Liberty  Boys  and  Emily  Geiger ;  or.  After  the  Tory  Scouts. 

280  The  Liberty  Boys’  200-Mlle  Retreat ;  or.  Chased  from  Catawba  to 

Virginia. 

281  The  Liberty  Boys’  Secret  Orders ;  or.  The  Treason  of  Lee. 

282  The  liberty  Boys  and  the  Hidden  Avenger  ;  or.  The  Masked  Man 

of  Kipp’s  Bay. 

283  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Spring  Hill;  or.  After  Cluny  the  Traitor. 

284  The  Liberty  Boys  and  Rebecca  M-ttes ;  or.  Fighting  With  Fire 

Arrows. 

285  The  Liberty  Boys’  Gallant  Charge ;  or.  The  Bayonet  Fight  at 

Old  Tappan. 

286  The  Liberty  Boys'  Daring  Raid ;  or.  Hot  Times  at  Verplanck’s 

Point. 

287  The  Liberty  Boys  and  Simon  Kenton ;  or.  Fighting  the  British 

on  the  Ohio. 

288  The  Liberty  Boys  Beaten  ;  or,  Fighting  at  “Cock  Hill’’  Fort. 

289  The  Liberty  Boys  and  Major  Kelly  ;  or.  The  Brave  Bridge-Cutter 

290  The  I.iberty  Boys’  Deadshot  Band ;  or.  General  Wayne  and  the 

Mutineers. 

291  The  I.iberty  Boys  at  Fort  Schuyler ;  or.  The  Idiot  of  German 

Flats. 

292  The  Liberty  Roys  Out  With  Herkimer ;  or.  Fighting  the  Rattle 

of  Oriskany. 

293  The  Liberty  Roys  and  Moll  Pitcher ;  or.  The  Brave  Woman  Gun¬ 

ner. 


297  The  Liberty  Boys  With  Putnam;  or.  Good  Work  in  the  Nutmeg 

State 

298  The  Liberty  Boys’  Revenge ;  or.  Punishing  the  Tories.  v 

299  The  Liberty  Hoys  at  Dunderberg;  or,  Ihe  Fall  ot  the  Highland  Forta. 

300  The  Liberty  Boys  with  Wayne;  or.  Daring  Deeds  at  Stony  Point 

301  The  Liberty  Boys  as  Cavalry  Scouts;  or.  The  Charge  of  Washington’s 

Brigade. 

302  The  Liberty  Boys  on  Island  6 ;  or.  The  Patriot  of  the  Delaware. 

303  The  Liberty  Boys’  Gallant  Stand;  or,  Rounding  up  the  Redcoats. 

304  The  Liberty  Boys  Outflanked;  or.  The  Battle  of  Fort  Mifflin. 

305  The  Liberty  Boys’  Hot  Fight ;  or.  Cutting  Their  Way  to  Freedom. 

306  The  Liberty  Boys’  Night  Attack;  or.  Fighting  the  Johnson 

Greens.  • 

307  The  Liberty  Boys  and  Brave  Jane  M’Crea ;  or.  After  the  Spy  of 

Hubbardton. 

308  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Wetzell’s  Mill ;  or.  Cheated  by  the  British. 

309  The  Liberty  Boys  With  Daniel  Boone ;  or.  The  Battle  of  Blue 

Licks. 

310  The  Liberty  Boys’  Girl  Allies ;  or.  The  Patriot  Sisters  of  ’76.  V 

311  The  Liberty  Boys’  Hot  Rally ;  or.  Changing  Defeat  into  Victoryi^ 

312  The  Liberty  Boys  Disappointed ;  or.  Routed  by  the  Redcoats.  U 

313  The  Liberty  Boys’  Narrow  Escape  ;  or.  Getting  out  of  New  YorkJ 

314  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Sag  Harbor ;  or.  The  Liveliest  Day  on  Re<^ 

ord.  ^ 

315  The  Liberty  Boys  in  Danger ;  or.  Warned  in  the  Nick  of  Time.^ 

316  The  Liberty  Boys’  Failure ;  or.  Trying  to  Catch  a  Traitor. 

317  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Fort  Herkimer ;  or.  Out  Against  the  Red- 

skins 

318  The  Liberty  Boys’  Dark  Day  ;  or.  In  the  Face  of  Defeat. 

319  The  Liberty  Boys  at  Quaker  Hill ;  or.  Lively  Times  in  Little 

Rhode  Island. 

320  The  Liberty  Boys’  Fierce  Charge ;  or.  Driving  Out  the  Tories 

321  The  Liberty  Boys’  Hidden  Foe ;  or.  Working  in  the  Dark 

322  The  Liberty  Boys’  Run  of  Luck;  or.  Making  the  Best  of’ Every- 

thing.  ' 

323  The  Liberty  Boys’  Combination ;  or.  Out  With  Three  Great  Gen- 

erals. 

lol  Sunbury ;  or,  A  Hard  Blow  to  Bear. 

325  The  Liberty  Boys  in  Manhattan ;  or.  Keeping  Their  Eyes  on  Sir 
Henry. 

Light  on  Bottle  Hill. 
Liberty  Boys  after  Simon  Glrty ;  or<  Chasing  a  Renegade 

Moui&in^Bojr  Stirk;"or,  H?fping  STr^a 

329  The^UbcHy  Roys  at  Kingston ;  or.  The  Man  with  the  Silver 

Tho  ®f®t,LfFort ;  or.  Winning  a  Stubborn  Fight. 

^^Vati?  ^  Clinton;  or.  Fighting  on  Land  and 

Thf  ^^‘0'  or*  -A-fter  the  Redskins. 
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For  sale  by  all  newsaealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  6  cents 


PBAWK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, 


per  copy,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 


24  Union  Square,  New  York. 


IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 

our  Libr.nriea  and  cannot  prociira  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtainod 

the  following  Order  Blank  and  send  it  to  us  with  the  price  of  the  books  von  wnnt  ^  Cut  out  and  fill 

urn  mail  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY.  ^ 


of 
in 

return  mail. 


them  to  you  by 


PKANK  TOrSKY,  I’uhlisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 

Dear  Sir-  Knclosed  find . cents  for  which  please  send  me 

copies  of  WORK  AM)  WIX,  Xns . 

“  WIDD  AWAKE,  WKKKLY,  Nos . 

“  WILD  WLST  WKKKLY,  Nos . 

“  Till*:  Ur.KRTY  ROYS  OF  'T(>,  Nos. 

“  I’fJN'K  AND  1J(*K,  Nos.... 

“  SFCRFT  SKRVH'F,  Nos.. 

“  FAMK  AND  FORTUNE  WKKKLY, 

“  Ten-Cent  Hand  Rook.'i,  Nos . 

. Street  and  No 
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WILD  WEST  WEEKLY 

A  (Dagazine  Containing  Stories,  Sketches,  ete.,  of  (destern  Life. 

BY  JS^lSr  OBID  SOOTJT.  \ 

32  PAGES  HANDSOME  COLORED  COVERS  PRICE  5  CENTS* 

All  of  these  exciting  stories  are  founded  on  facts.  Young  Wild  West  is  a  hero  with  whom  the  author  was  acquainted. 
His  daring  deeds  and  thrilling  adventures  have  never  been  surpassed.  They  form  the  base  of  the  most  dashing  stories 
ever  published.  Read  the  following  numbers  of  this  most  interesting  magazine  and  be  convinced: 


L-\TEST  issues: 

190  Young  Wild  West’s  Hrandlng  IJee ;  or,  Arietta  and  the  Cow 

I’unchers. 

191  Young  Wild  West  and  iUs  rartners’  Tile,  and  How  Arietta 

Saved  It. 

192  Y'oung  Wild  West  at  Diamond  Dip ;  or,  .Arietta’s  Secret  Foe. 

193  Young  Wild  West's  I’.uckhorn  ISowle,  and  How  It  Saved  His 

I’artners. 

194  Young  Wild  West  in  the  Haunted  Hills  ;  or,  Arietta  and  the  .\zttc 

Arrow. 

195  Young  Wild  West's  Cowboy  Dance ;  or.  Arietta's  Annoying  Ad¬ 

mirer. 

196  Young  Wild  West’s  Double  Shot  ;  or,  Cheyenne  Charlie’s  I.ife 

Line. 

197  Young  Wild  West  at  Gold  Gorge ;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Drop  of 

Death. 

198  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Gulf  Gang  ;  or.  Arietta's  Three  Shots. 

199  Young  Wild  West's  Treasure  Trove;  or.  The  Wonderful  Luck  of 

the  Girls. 

200  Young  Wild  West’s  Leap  in  the  Dark  ;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Under¬ 

ground  Stream. 

201  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Silver  Queen ;  or.  The  Fate  of  tne 

Mystic  Ten. 

202  Young  Wild  West  Striking  it  Rich  ;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Cave  of 

Gold. 

203  Y'oung  Wild  West's  Relay  Race ;  or.  The  Fight  at  Fort  Feather. 

204  Young  Wild  West  and  tlie  "Crooked  Cowboys"  ;  or.  Arietta  and  the 

Cattle  Stampede. 

205  Young  Wild  IVest  at  Sizzling  Fork  :  or,  A  Hot  Time  With  ttie 

Claim  Jumpers. 

206  Young  M  ild  M’est  and  “Rig  RufTalo’’  ;  or,  .\rietta  at  the  Stake. 

207  Young  M'iid  M'est  Raiding  the  Raiders  :  or.  The  Vengeance  of  the 

Vigilants. 

203  Young  Wiki  West’s  Royal  Flush  ;  or.  Arietta  and  the  (Jamblers. 

209  Young  M’ild  West  and  the  Prairie  Pirates;  or.  The  Fight  for  the 

Rox  of  Gold. 

210  Y'oung  Wild  West  Daring  Death  ;  or.  How  the  Sorrel  Saved  Ari¬ 

etta. 

211  Y'oung  M’ild  West  Corraling  the  Comanches  ;  or.  Arietta  and  the 

Siiver  Tomahawk. 

212  Y'oung  Wild  West  at  Spangle  Springs;  or.  The  Toughest  Town  in 

Texas 

213  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Renegade  Ranchman;  or.  Arietta  in  a 

Trap. 

214  Y'oung  Wild  M'est’s  Gold  Dust  Drift;  or.  Losing  a  Cool  Million 

215  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Overland  Outlaws;  or.  Arietta's  Death 

Charm. 

216  Y'oung  IVild  West  and  the  .\ce  of  Clubs;  or,  Human  Pack  of 

Cards 

217  Young  Wild  M'est  at  Death  Valley  ;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Cliff  of 

Gold. 

218  Young  M'ild  West  and  the  Rowie  Rand;  or,  A  Hot  Hunt  in  the 

Horse  Hills. 


219  Young  Wild  M’est  and  the  Apache  Princess  ;  or.  Arietta’s  Fierce 

Foe. 

220  Y'oung  M'ild  West’s  Rucking  Rronchos  ;  or.  The  Picnic  at  Panther 

Pass. 

221  Y’oung  M  ild  IVest’s  Cowboy  Charm  ;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Rordor 

Randits. 

222  Young  Wild  IVest’s  Lucky  Lode ;  or.  Making  a  Thousand  I>oi- 

lars  a  Minute. 

223  Young  Wild  M’est  and  the  California  Coiners  ;  or.  Arietta  at  Ray 

224  Y’oung  M'ild  IVest  Raking  in  Riches  ;  or.  Arietta’s  Great  Pan-DuV. 

225  Young  M’ild  lY'est  Marked  for  Death  ;  or,  A  Tough  Time  at  Tomn- 

stone. 

226  Y’oung  Mild  M'est  Trailing  a  Traitor;  or,  .Yrietta’s  Triple  Danger 

227  Young  M'ild  M'est’s  Clever  Cowboys;  or.  The  Rough  ILders  of  tbe 

Ranch. 

228  Y'oung  M'ild  M’est  and  Geronimo ;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Apache  i 

Attack.  \ 

229  Y'oung  M'ild  M'est  standing  Pat  ;  or.  Cheyenne  Charlie’s  Call.  4 

230  Y'oung  M  ild  M’est  Hemmed  In  ;  or.  Arietta’s  Last  Shot.  j 

231  Y'oung  M'ild  West  on  a  Twisted  Trail  ;  or.  Arietta's  Running 

Fight.  y 

232  Young  Mild  M  est  and  the  Gila  Girl;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Outlaw 

Queen.  ' 

23.3  Y'oung  M'ild  M’est's  Raid  in  the  Rockies ;  or.  Grilling  the  Gulch 
Gang. 

234  Y’oung  M’ild  M’est  and  the  Colorado  Cowpunchers  ;  or.  Arietta  and 

the  Dead  I.ine. 

235  Y’oung  M’ild  M’est  and  “Slippery  Simon’’  ;  or.  Trailing  an  Outlaw 

King. 

236  Y’oung  M’ild  M'est  Saving  the  Soldiers;  or.  Arietta’s  Great  Ride. 

237  Y'oung  M'ild  M’est’s  Cowboy  Camp  ;  or.  The  Trail  that  Led  to  a 

Trap. 

238  Y’oung  M’ild  M’est’s  Straight  Shot  :  or.  Arietta  and  the  Train 

M’reckers 

239  Y'oung  M’ild  M’est  after  (he  Arapahoes  ;  or.  The  Outbreak  on  th.» 

Reservation. 

240  Y’oung  M’ild  M’est  Renting  the  Roomers:  or.  How  Arietta  Exposed 

a  Fraud. 

241  -Young  \';nd  M'est  and  Monte  Ylack;  or.  The  Girl  of  Golden  Gulch. 

24  2  Young  \\  ild  M  est  and  tlie  Silver  Seekers:  or.  Arietta’s  '‘Hot  Lend 
^  Sauce. 

24  3  Y’oung  M'ild  M'est’s  Lively  Lasso  and  How  it  Corrnled  the  Cowbov 
(’rooks.  * 

24  4  Y’oung  M'ild  M'est  at  Greaser  Gulch;  or.  Arietta  and  the  Masked  Mex- 
leans. 
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